First Kiss Contest by Multiple Contributors
 First Kiss Collage
First Kiss Stories
 
 First Kiss Contest Stories
First Kiss Contest Stories
The votes are IN!!! There were 27 stories to chose from, written by some wonderful authors!!
These stories are presented as they were sent, some betaed and some not. They run the gamut of emotions and styles, no
warnings are given, except three: no one dies, no one gets raped and no one gets hit.
First Place - Seeing Into The Darkness - Dolimir [Removed at request of author]
Second Place - Unspoken - Autumn Skies
Third Place - Citrus - afropuff
Fourth Place - Rotten Beasts - Tangent
Listed in no particular order, here are the rest of the stories. Thank you to all the authors!!
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Back At The Bouncing BLT - rj    A Night In Paris - J.Love    One Dinner, One Kiss - Kylia
Going Out - Jvantheterrible    The Unspoken Arrangement - Marmoset    The Gift - Lisa, Duncan's Twin
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 Seeing Into The Darkness
Seeing Into The Darkness - Dolimir
The beeping of his wristwatch made Blair Sandburg look up from his notes. 6:45 p.m. His class, the first evening class of the
new semester, would start in 15 minutes. Normally, he would never have considered teaching an evening class, but it was
only one night a week and he desperately needed the extra money. Even though the Cascade Police Department was picking
up his hospital bills and doctor visits, he just couldn't bring himself to submit the prescription charges as well. He still wasn't
clear as to why they were paying his bills in the first place. Joel Taggert, a friend of his from the Major Crimes Division, had
tried explaining it to him few times, but he was pretty sure the older man was leaving out several crucial facts.
He could grasp the concept that he had obtained a ride-along pass to study the enclosed structure of the local police society,
but he was pretty sure that his paperwork would have stated something about not holding the department responsible for any
physical injuries incurred while riding along. Not that he wasn't grateful for the financial assistance, because he was. The
various prescriptions the doctors had him on for his lungs alone cost almost $250 a month.
He supposed he could use the envelope of money which showed up like clockwork under his apartment door twice a month,
but the thought of spending the mystery money creeped him out. Would he be indebted to someone if he spent it? He might
not remember much. Okay, he didn't remember anything about the last three years; but he understood that people thought
they owned you if you accepted money from them.
He couldn't imagine doing anything horribly shady which might account for the bi-monthly package. However, he was also
conscious of the fact that someone was watching him - not all the time, but he could always tell when the person was there,
even if he couldn't see them. Why were they watching him? He even went so far as to ask his cousin Robert if he had gotten
into anything he shouldn't have. Robert just laughed at the thought of his "squeaky clean" cousin doing anything wrong.
Deciding it was better to be cautious, he simply put the money in the bank until he figured out whom it was coming from.
Although he had to admit, $3,200 was a lot of money.
He shook his head as he stood and gathered his handouts and notes for his lecture. Who knew? If the money kept coming in,
he might just pay off what few student loans he had. He shivered with excitement. The first draft of his doctorial thesis was
done, although he still couldn't figure out why he had given up his search for a real life sentinel. However, the enclosed police
societies paper was being very well received by his advisors. Considering how many notes he had on the subject, he couldn't
see chucking the thesis away and starting over.
He hoped to have the final draft done within the next month so he could defend it at the beginning of October. He would then
have the safety net of the rest of the semester to teach and decide what he was going to do with his doctorate. There were
rumors flying around that he was top candidate for a full-time professorship. If that were the case, he would do his requisite
teaching time, go out on an expedition, find his sentinel, come back, publish and get tenure. He smiled to himself; it wasn't a
bad plan.
He was surprised to realize that the wandering bug, which infected his mother, did not quite have the same hold on him. He
was more than content to stay at Rainier, although the thought of going south to Arizona also appealed to him. But, he knew
if he were honest with himself, the heat would eventually get to him. No, Rainier would be fine. Better to stay with the devil
you know. Besides, he felt odd whenever he thought about leaving ... as if it was somehow wrong.
He grabbed his keys and locked the door behind him. He hoped this class would be a stimulating one. He could tell by the
class profile that most of his students would be returning students, hoping to get their degrees in a world that was demanding
a bachelors degree for more and more jobs. He knew most of them would be taking the class to fulfill their humanities credit,
but hoped they'd be willing to open their minds and have some fun instead of just worrying about their grade point average.
He had noted earlier that a majority of his students would be older than he was and wondered how that might change the
dynamics of the group. He chuckled. Lord, he loved teaching.
Taking a deep breath, he expelled it slowly, releasing all of his nervous energy. He put his hand on the doorknob to the




"Good evening. My name is Blair Sandburg and this is Anthropology 101. If you are looking for Sociology 101, Pamela
Burnson's class is two doors down on the left." Blair coughed quietly and laid his notes on the podium as two or three
panicked stricken students tried to walk nonchalantly out of the room.
"I'm going to assume that the rest of you are in the correct room," he continued, flashing a grin at the class and watching as
two or three people grinned nervously back at him.
"Okay, let's see a show of hands of people who are taking this class to meet their humanities criteria. Don't be shy, I don't bite
- hard," he said in his best Austin Powers impersonation, which elicited several chuckles from around the room as a majority
of the class raised their hands.
"Thank you. How many are taking this class specifically because they are interested in anthropology?" Less than a dozen
hands went up.
"As you all know, this is a three hour class. We will run from 7 to 10 every Wednesday night," he said conversationally as he
started handing out the syllabus. "There will be a small quiz every class session." He ignored the groans which echoed around
the room. "There will also be three papers due. However, there won't be a midterm. Your midterm will be your second paper
and will revolve around a little project I have in mind and which we'll talk about later. I am very informal as far as protocol is
concerned. If you have a question, shout it out. If you need to get in contact with me, my office hours, room number, phone
numbers and email address are at the top of the syllabus. I'm a fairly decent grader; however, I warn you now, you will not be
graded on how well you regurgitate information back to me, but on how you apply it."
Stepping back up to the podium, he coughed again. "I'm going to call roll, now. It'll probably be the only time I do it.
However, before some of you start getting ideas about skipping class, know the quizzes will make up 50% of your grade.
When I call your name, please let me know if you prefer to go by any other name and what you do for a living. I want to get
a sense of our group dynamics."
"Abercrombe, Daniel."





"Jim. I'm a detective with Major Crimes."







"Present. I'm also a detective with Major Crimes here in Cascade."
"What brings you to my class, Joel?" Blair asked with a huge grin, even as he noticed that Detective Ellison looked back in
shock. Apparently, Detective Ellison was unaware that another officer was taking the class.
"I'm interested in how man interacts with his social relationships and how that may be influenced by his surroundings."
"Excellent, Detective. You certainly came to the right place. "Thomas, Rebecca."
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"Here, Sir. Becky, please. Right now, I'm a full-time mother, but I'm hoping to get my teaching degree.”
...
...
Blair set aside the attendance sheet and separated his handouts into three piles "As you all may or may not know,
anthropology is broken down into three main disciplines: physical anthropology, cultural anthropology and linguistic
anthropology."
"Physical anthropology is the study of man as a biological species focusing on his past evolution and his contemporary
physical characteristics. Physical anthropologists also study the differences among races and groups, relying to a great extent
on techniques of anthropology and, more recently, genetic studies."
"Cultural anthropology is divided into several classes: ethnography, which is the study of the culture of a single group,
whether civilized or primitive; ethnology, which is the comparative study of cultures of two or more groups; and social
anthropology which is primarily concerned with social relationships and their significance and consequences in primitive and
modern cultures as Detective Taggert has already pointed out."
"Linguistical anthropology --" A small tickle forced him to stop. He tried to clear his throat, but ended up coughing so hard he
had to hold onto the podium to keep from falling to his knees. "That's it. I'm really giving up smoking this time." He grinned
and was relieved to find most of the class chuckling over his joke although the look on Detective Ellison's face was one of
great concern, almost horror.
"Professor? Blair?" a young female in the front row asked hesitantly.
"Yes, Brenda."
"Sir, are you the graduate student who drowned in the fountain last semester?"
"Why, yes, Brenda, I am," he answered truthfully, noting the blood draining from Ellison's face.
"But I thought you died?"
"I did, Brenda."
"What is that like?" she asked in awe. "What do you remember? Was there a bright light? Did you see loved ones?"
Blair grinned. He had them now. "As you may or may not know, the Atzecs of Mesoamerica believe that death..."
***
Jim Ellison stepped out into the hallway after class had been dismissed. "What are you doing here, Joel?" he asked the former
bomb squad captain and his current partner in Major Crimes.
"I could ask you the same thing, Jim. I thought you said you weren't going to contact Blair."
"Technically, I'm not contacting him."
"Oh? Just hoping your presence might jog something loose?"
"It's been five months, Joel. I can't believe he doesn't remember anything."
"He's had a horrible trauma, Jim. While the human body can bounce back from a lot of things, it's just going to take Blair a
while longer to fully recuperate if . . ."
"He does at all," Jim finished for him.
"I thought that was a possibility you had accepted, even wanted."
"I thought I did too."





"I left things unsettled between us. I ... I was wrong to judge him so harshly. I know now that I was under the influence of ...
What did he call it? Some territorial imperative. I want to make amends."
"He doesn't even remember anything of the past three years, Jim. Why make him remember things which are only going to
hurt him? Your senses are okay, right?" Joel asked in concern.
When Jim and Simon had returned from Sierra Verde and Blair was still in recovery, Jim had made the decision to bring Joel
into the small group of people who knew about his senses. To everyone's amazement, the quiet spoken detective was not bad
at bringing Jim out of his zones. Apparently, Joel had been a keen observer of the department observer.
"They're fine, Joel."
"So why are you here, Jim?"
"Sandburg spent so much time in my world and I never really spent any time in his. He always had such a unique approach to
solving cases. I can't believe how many times he was right or close to the mark. I got to wondering if it was because of his
education or if it was just Sandburg."
"He certainly had a gift," Joel said, recognizing the lie, but not wanting to push his friend too hard. Jim had suffered greatly
from the loss of his friend, and Joel understood that no amount of prodding was going to make the younger man admit it.
"You still haven't answered my question, Joel. Why are you here?"
"Blair and I have become friends ... again. You and Simon were in Sierra Verde when he woke up," Joel said quietly, knowing
that his words were piercing his friend to the core and yet feeling Jim had a right to know. "I know how you two were always
there for each other when one of you was in the hospital. I didn't want Blair to wake up alone. When it became apparent that
he was suffering from amnesia, I walked him through the police report of the attack, which was incredibly short as he didn't
remember anything. Don't get me wrong, Jim. I know why you and Simon made the decision not to push Blair into
remembering. I know you wanted to keep him safe, but I also knew he didn't have anyone, so I helped him locate a small
apartment and helped him move in. He didn't understand why I was helping him, but I told him that we had been friends
previously."
Jim turned away, his eyes closing in pain. "You never said anything. I ... I didn't know."
"I'm sorry, Jim."
"No. I'm glad you were there for him, Joel. I'm glad someone was there for him."
"So should I call security?" Blair asked as he approached the two detectives, patting Joel heartily on the back. "I seem to
recall a certain detective telling me I should report anyone of a suspicious nature lurking in the halls of the University."
"Now who would have told you a thing like that?" Joel demanded.
"Hmmm. I seem to recall that he was a cop. A handsome looking man. Generous. Selfless."
"I am not buying you a beer, Blair. You know what the doctor said about alcohol," Joel tried to say sternly, but ended up
laughing instead.
"Hmmm. I think I'm going to have to review your grades, Joel."
"But you don't have anything to grade," Jim pointed out, grinning at his old friend.
The grad student laughed. "Drats, foiled again."
"I won't buy you a beer, but I would be willing to take you over to Mama Wangs for some hot tea and egg rolls," Joel said as
he put an arm around his friend's shoulder and guided him down the hallway. "When was the last time you ate, Blair?"
"You sound like Naomi, man."
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"You didn't sound too good in class, Professor. Are you coming down with something?" Jim asked, trying to be casual but
knowing he came off too intense by the look that passed over Blair's face.
"My lungs aren't as strong as they use to be. Something about inhaling water not being good for them," Blair said, cocking an
eyebrow at him and shrugging.
"I hope you were joking about smoking then," Jim pressed.
"Is there a mandatory mother hen course at the academy that I'm not aware of?" Blair asked, turning to Joel for support.
"Why yes, yes, I think there is," Joel said, trying to look thoughtful, but ended up laughing again as he took Blair's backpack
and handed it to Jim. "C'mon, Teach, let's get some food into you. And Jim, why don't you tag along?" He turned back to
Blair. "We need to talk to you anyway about the possibility of us missing a class or two depending on our rotations."
"Look, man, you're not getting out of homework that easily," Blair protested, trying not to laugh.
***
"Where's your car, Blair?" Joel asked as they stepped out of Hargrove Hall.
Blair sighed loudly. "In the shop. Where else would it be?"
"What's wrong with it this time?" Joel asked, pointing to his own car and indicating that Blair should go with him.
"Carburetor -- again." He shrugged. "Oh, man, look at that hayseed truck. I wonder who drives that relic."
Jim cleared his throat. "Um. I do."
Blair stopped dead in his tracks, his face suddenly turning five different shades of red. "Shit. I'm sorry. I ... gods, you'd think
I'd be used to the taste of these feet by now."
Jim grinned wickedly at the younger man. "Well, I guess now is the time to talk about the possibility of us missing a class or
two ..."
"I have been so set up! Hey, isn't this called entrapment?" Blair chuckled, but broke off as his coughing gagged him. He was
surprised to find both men at his side, each supporting an elbow. He nodded his thanks and noted that neither man seemed
inclined to let go.
"I thought the doctor put you on new round of antibiotics," Joel said seriously as he took his keys out of his pocket and
unlocked the passenger side door.
Blair slid into the passenger seat. "He did. However, I just started them yesterday. He said it would probably take a couple of
days to see if they'd kick in or not."
"Why is the doctor changing your medication?" Jim demanded quietly.
Blair stared up at him, frowning slightly as he answered, "Fountains aren't the cleanest of places. My doctor thinks something
nasty was growing in there. Probably wouldn't have caused any damage if I hadn't breathed it through my nose. I'm not
worried though. Doc Randall's really dedicated to making me whole again." Blair smiled up at Jim. "We'll see you at Mama
Wangs." Accepting his backpack from the detective, he shut the door.
***
Joel walked around the back of the car to get to his side. "Jim, man, you've got to turn the intensity level down before you
upset Blair."
"I'm sorry," the sentinel said, instantly contrite. "I just ..."
"I know," Joel cut him off with a supporting hand to the younger man's arm. "Look, we both know you're going to listen in on
the drive over, just try not to zone out. Okay, partner?"




"I don't have much money, Joel," Blair said frankly as he put his wallet back into his backpack. "Maybe you should just take
me home."
"Nothing doing, kid," Joel said as he started his Lincoln and pulled out of the parking lot. "It's my treat tonight."
"I can't let you do that, Joel."
The older detective chuckled as he waved a finger around the car. "I don't see as you have much choice."
"You've already done so much for me," Blair complained quietly.
"It's what friends are for. Besides you've done just as much for me in the past."
"I wish I could remember."
"You will. Eventually."
Blair nodded and remained silent for several minutes. "Did I know Jim?"
"Why do you ask?" Joel asked as nonchalantly as he could. "Do you remember something?"
"No, I just caught him looking at me rather intensely a few times. I'm wondering if I should freak out or not."
Joel laughed. "Intense is Jim's middle name." After a moment, he made a decision and added, "Yes. You did know Jim
before."
"Were we acquaintances or friends?"
"You were friends."
Blair seemed to draw within himself. "I see."
"Jim was in Sierra Verde when you woke up in the hospital," Joel explained, knowing the grad student was wondering why
Jim hadn't visited him. "When he came back, the doctors had already made the decision not to inundate you with a lot of
people demanding to be remembered, so he backed off."
"You didn't."
"Well, I'm a stubborn cuss. Plus, I owed you a lot. I don't set my debts aside easily."
"But you won't tell me what I did either."
"You know the rules, kid."
Blair sighed again, losing himself in thought. Suddenly, he slapped his hands together. "He signed a waiver. He's one of the
officers I spoke with."
Joel nodded, smiling at Blair's enthusiasm.
"Well, good. At least now we have something to talk about."
***
Blair sat back against his booth seat and rubbed his stomach lightly. "Man, I am stuffed. I should never have let you talk me
into eating so much," he frowned at Joel. Then looking at Jim, he shook his head. "Do I even want to know how you knew all
my favorite dishes?"
"Lucky guesses?" Jim shrugged, trying to look innocent.
Blair rolled his eyes.




"Having a big gap in your memory."
"Yes and no." Blair took a sip of iced green tea. "I mean all my knowledge of anthropology is still in here." He tapped his
head. "I still remember everything about my childhood, friends that I had, etc. I just can't remember anything about the last
three years." He yawned and rubbed a hand over his face. "The hardest part is I can see people wanting to tell me what I've
missed, but no one will actually break down and do it, which, statistically speaking, is incredibly frustrating."
Jim cocked an eyebrow. "Statistically speaking?"
"I work at a university, man. I observed at the police station. I literally know hundreds of people. You would think someone
would have slipped. I mean, what are the odds of everyone remaining mum."
Both Joel and Jim looked at him sympathetically.
"Look, I'm not going to implode if I suddenly hear something about the dark period."
Joel frowned. "Dark period?"
"It's what I call my three missing years. It's as if someone turned off the lights and left me in the dark." Blair made a sudden
decision and looked firmly at both men across the booth from him. "Come on, guys. One memory. That's all I'm asking for
tonight."
Both detectives squirmed nervously.
"One memory," Blair prodded.
Jim and Joel looked at each other, then Joel nodded his head in a barely perceptible movement.
Jim cocked an eyebrow, seeming to ask which memory they should share. Joel raised one finger toward Ellison.
Jim closed his eyes for a moment, then smiled and opened them. "While you were riding with me, we had a news crew who
wanted to do one of those "reality" television programs. We were in the middle of investigating a series of bank robberies and
this team kept getting in the way. Finally, they accidentally stumbled across the bad guys' hold out. Lucky for them we were
moments behind them. The leader had just ordered one of his men to kill them. I dropped down on top of the shooter, sending
us both sprawling on the ground. I was able to get the reporter and her cameraman to safety, but we were pretty effectively
pinned down. That is, until you lobbed a baseball at one of the shooters and clocked him in the middle of the forehead."
"No way!" Blair laughed.
"Way."
"So I actually went out on a call with you?"
Jim nodded.
"That's too cool." Blair shook his head in wonderment. "And I helped out?"
"Yes. " Jim nodded. "I don't even want to think about what would have happened if you hadn't knocked him unconscious."
"All right." Blair yawned again, grinning hugely as he tucked a stray strand of hair behind his ear with his thumb. "Thanks,
man. That means a lot to me."
"No problem."
"Well, I better take the professor home, Jim." Joel said as he dropped two twenties on the table. Blair noted that Jim was
about to protest, but something held the man back.
Blair slid out of the booth. "Nice meeting you, Jim. Hope you enjoy the class."





A knock on his office door made Blair blink. For a moment, he wasn't sure what had broken his concentration, then saw the
shadow standing before his etched window. "Come in."
"Professor Sandburg?"
"Jim. Jim Ellison from my evening Anthropology class, right?"
The detective nodded.
"What can I do for you?"
"I wanted to talk to you about making up the quizzes I missed."
"I thought you had dropped my class."
"No, sir," Jim said politely. "I've been on stakeout for the last two weeks. We just caught the perp yesterday and I just
finished up with the paperwork. My boss has given me the rest of the day off and I was wondering if I could get caught up.
I've been keeping up on my reading and I called one of the other students and got your lecture notes."
"Where's Joel?"
"I think he went home to reacquaint himself with his wife." The detective grinned. "I'm sure he'll be contacting you later to
see how he can make up the quizzes himself."
"So you two have been studying on stakeout?"
Jim nodded.
"Cool." Blair chuckled.
"So can I take the quizzes?"
Blair leaned back in his chair and studied the man in front of him for several moments. "Between the two quizzes there are
ten questions."
Jim simply nodded.
"I have a proposition for you," Blair said quietly. When Jim cocked an eyebrow at him, he continued, "In exchange for
allowing you to answer each question, which will be graded on its own merits, you have to agree to answer one question
about my dark years."
"I ..."
"This is non-negotiable, Jim," Blair said, pressing his advantage. He watched as Jim seemed to think the answer over. The
detective actually looked longingly at the door, then looked back at Blair with an unreadable expression on his face. Finally,
he simply nodded his acceptance over the terms.
Blair stood and handed the detective a blue book and a pencil and pointed to a chair next to a table covered with various
artifacts. He watched in silence as Jim made a small space on the table, wrote his name in the booklet, then looked up
expectantly.
"First my question, then the test question. Deal?"
Jim nodded.
Blair swallowed hard, starting to feel the first pangs of guilt, but savagely pushed them aside. He was tired of not knowing
and if blackmail was the only way he could try to see into the darkness, then blackmail it would be. "Joel told me that you
and I were more than acquaintances. He said we were friends. Would you agree with that assessment?"
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Jim cleared his throat nervously. "I considered you my best friend."
Blair couldn't have been more surprised. What in the world could he possibly have in common with a cop?
Jim picked up his pencil and waggled it, a gentle reminder of their deal.
Blair took a deep breath. "Define the word anthropology?" He watched as the detective turned and wrote in the book for a
couple of minutes. When he looked up again, Blair asked, "How good of friends were we?"
"You lived with me for most of dark period."
"What?" Blair shook his head in disbelief, startled by the quiver in his own voice. "How did that happen?"
Jim shook his head. "Ah. Ah. Ah. Quiz question first."
Blair stepped back a moment, a shudder running down the length of his body, but managed to stammer out, "What is the
Comparative Method?"
Jim contemplated his answer for nearly a minute, before he began writing.
"Why was I living with you?" Blair blurted out before Jim had completely looked up from his blue book.
"You were living in an old warehouse down by the waterfront."
Blair nodded, remembering.
"It turns out the tenants who were renting out the other side were drug dealers. There was an explosion and the building was
pretty much destroyed. You were in the middle of some research paper dealing with a Barbary ape named Larry and begged
me to take you in for a week while you finished up your paper and looked for a place to live. It turned out to be a nearly
three year week."
Blair knew he was blinking in astonishment, but couldn't seem to make himself stop, so he simply asked the next question.
"What are Anthropology's four main subfields?"
Jim quickly wrote the answers down and looked back up expectantly.
"Why... why was my all my stuff in my office when I got out of the hospital?"
Jim's jaw clenched and unclenched several times before he spoke. "We had a misunderstanding. I got angry and basically
threw you out."
Blair reached blindly behind him and grabbed his chair, sitting down hard. Finally, he whispered, "How would a cultural
anthropologist use the ethnographic method?"
They stared at each other for several moments, before Jim finally turned and wrote his answer into the booklet.
"What was the misunderstanding about?"
Jim's eyes gazed everywhere around the room, except for on Blair. For a moment, Blair didn't think he would answer. Finally,
Jim said, "It was over a woman."
Blair couldn't imagine any woman choosing him over Jim. He also knew that he would never break up a relationship, unless it
was an abusive one and Jim didn't look like the abusive type. Sure, he was muscular, but he couldn't imagine Jim using that
strength to hurt anyone with whom he was in a loving relationship. "Define ethnocentrism."
Blair ran his fingers through his hair as he watched Jim write his answer down. Maybe he should stop. Maybe there was a
reason he couldn't remember anything. Was he moving into dangerous territory? Jim's answers weren't helping him remember
anything, but he was grateful to get an insight into the dark years.
Blair studied the light blue eyes which stared back at him, almost pleading to ask a different question. Blair gave in to the
unspoken request. "Did we do stuff together?"
Jim nodded and smiled beatifically at him. "We went to a lot of Jags games, especially after you proved Orvelle Wallace
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innocent of murder charges."
"What?"
"Dwight Roshman had been murdered -"
"Roshman was murdered? Man, that explains why I didn't see anything about him in the papers."
"All evidence pointed to Orvelle Wallace. As it turns out, he was being set up, but the man who did it had covered his bases
very well. Simon and I were convinced that Wallace was guilty. You never doubted his innocence though and fought to make
us see the truth. Arthur Dell was so grateful that he gave us passes to the playoffs and tickets to all of last seasons games."
"Wow. That is so cool."
"Simon, Daryl and I thought so."
"Daryl?"
"Simon's son."
"Simon? Your and Joel's boss?"
"Yeah."
Blair smiled at the thought of having met his childhood hero, even if he couldn't remember. "What else did we do?"
"Well, I taught you to fly cast."
"Fishing?"
Jim nodded, then leaned forward and pulled out his wallet. He hesitated for a second then handed Blair a Polaroid. Blair
hungrily took the picture. It was a picture of him and Jim in hip boots, standing in the middle of a river. He was holding a fish
and grinning like an idiot. Jim was also smiling, with something akin to pride. Blair lightly ran a finger over the picture then
handed it back to the older man. "Thanks, man."
He watched as Jim reverently put the picture back into his wallet and suddenly he realized that the picture meant something
to Jim. He cleared his throat, trying to speak past the lump which threatened to choke him, and asked, "Why is language so
important to an anthropologist?"
Jim blinked at him once, as if only just remembering he was taking a test, and turned to write his answer.
Blair's thoughts were bombarding him, demanding answers. He and Jim had obviously been friends, but something, some
woman had come between them and as a result he had died. He had somehow been revived, only to find himself with no
memory and no chance to make things right.
When Jim looked up from his blue book, Blair stuttered out the next question. "Was ... was ... it m-my fault that our
friendship ended?"
The blood drained from Jim's face. "No, Chief. You ... you tried to tell me what was going on, but I was so angry I couldn't
hear you. We would have worked through everything, I know we would have, except -"
"I died and forgot everything in the process."
Jim nodded, looking miserable.
"Why are the material remains of a society significant?" Blair whispered, not able to bear the pain in the detective's face.
Jim turned to write his answer, but not before Blair noted the older man's eyes were bright with unshed tears. Blair's chest
ached, but for a change it was his heart which hurt, not his lungs. With an insight born from intuition, he suddenly realized
what he had lost: a friendship which knew no boundaries, which had given him purpose. He knew he would never have
stayed with the older man for three years otherwise.
Jim had done what the doctors had asked - to stay away and give Blair some space to remember things on his own. When it
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was obvious that he wasn't going to remember, Jim had made the first tentative moves to try and reestablish contact. Why? If
they had fought over a woman? Why was Jim here in his office, taking a test and answering personal questions?
Blair closed his eyes, feeling as if he was trying to put the jigsaw puzzle of his life back together. He gasped, opening his eyes
as the simple truth came to him. "You loved me," he barely breathed.
Jim remained silent, although the muscles in his jaw indicated that he had heard his exclamation. Blair realized he had to
know if his assessment was correct. Swallowing hard, he asked, "Did you love me?"
Jim closed his eyes, took a deep breath and released it slowly. He opened his eyes, his gaze locked on Blair's, and said
quietly, "Yes."
Blair breathed heavily, trying to get his emotions under control. "The discovery of rituals defined what level in primitive
man?"
Once Jim turned to answer his question, Blair brought his hand to his mouth and bite the knuckle of his index finger to keep
from whimpering over the loss of a man he didn't even remember. Damning his oxygen-starved brain, he realized he had lost
something very precious and was suddenly desperate to get it back.
He had always been a lover of women, but watching the detective's hands tremble as he attempted to write his answer, he
realized it would have been very easy to have fallen in love with this man.
Jim finished his answer, but didn't look up.
Blair whispered his next question. "Were we lovers?"
Slowly, the detective's gaze met his, regret filling the sky blue eyes. "No."
Blair nodded his understanding. "Anthropology asks a most difficult and most important question. What is that question?"
The older man wrote for a couple of minutes. When he was done, he very deliberately put down his pencil and closed his
blue book. Standing, he took a step forward and handed the book to Blair.
"Thank you for letting me make up the quizzes, Professor."
"No... no problem," Blair stuttered again as he stood and accepted the test booklet.
Jim turned and headed quickly for the door, his body visibly shaking. When his hand reached the door handle, Blair called
out. "Jim?"
The detective stopped, but did not turn around.
"Did you want to be?"
Blair watched the broad back stiffen and heard the door rattle in place as Jim's hand shook.
"Want to what, Chief?" Jim asked without turning to face him, leaning his head against the doorframe.
"Did you want to be my lover?" Blair closed the distance between them and breathed the words softly behind the older man,
although he didn't touch him.
"Yes." The word was spoken so softly, Blair wasn't sure he had heard it at all.
Tentatively, Blair laid a hand on the detective's back.
In a blink of an eye, Jim spun and caught the hand, then turned, forcing Blair back against the door. "Don't, Chief... just...
don't," he gasped out raggedly, although he did not release the wrist in his grip.
"Why not?" Blair whispered as he brought his free hand up and gently touched the older man's cheek.
Jim trembled. "Because... because I can't lose you again. It would kill me."
"Who says you'll lose me again?"
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"You don't pitch for this team, Chief."
Blair blinked at the truth of the statement, and yet, couldn't deny what he was feeling. Couldn't deny how, even pinned to the
door to his office, he felt protected, cherished.
"I'm scared, Jim."
The older man released his wrist and wrapped his arms around him, holding him tight. "I know, babe. I know."
"I don't want you to leave."
Jim's hands gently rubbed up and down Blair's back. "It's probably dangerous for me to stay."
Blair leaned his forehead against Jim's chest. "I lived with a cop for three years. Danger has to be my middle name."
Jim chuckled. "Your middle name is Jacob."
Blair snorted. "I know that."
Jim tightened his embrace and Blair reveled in the warmth. Finally, Jim loosened his grip and cleared his throat. "I should -"
Blair clutched the shirt in front of him and looked up into the older man's eyes. "Please," he whispered in a near sob. "Please
don't make me beg."
"Blair," Jim started, blinking back the tears which threatened to make an appearance.
"Jim," Blair pleaded quietly, his voice quavering.
"Shhh, babe. All right," Jim whispered, pressing his lips against the younger man's forehead. "Everything will be okay. We'll
work through this ... somehow."
Blair looked up into the older man's face. "Promise?"
"Cross my heart and hope to die," he murmured softly as his lips brushed softly over Blair's.
Blair pulled back slightly. "And hope to die?" he asked, then opened his mouth and nibbled on Jim's bottom lip.
"And hope to die," Jim vowed, before filling Blair's mouth with his tongue and his love.
The end
Tell Dolimir how you liked it!
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Unspoken - Autumn Skies
If I sat back and closed my eyes, I could almost convince myself I was still at Rainier. There were plenty of bodies milling
around, male and female, all young and under the age of twenty-five. Their voices echoed loudly in the cafeteria. The
conversations were the same ones I'd heard on campus on almost any given day. Mostly people complaining about
boyfriends, girlfriends, siblings, TV shows, class assignments, tests and the latest scores on the shooting range.
Like I said, almost.
I'd snagged a small table by the wall, near one of the windows. My backpack was perched on the seat across from me, my
only steadfast companion these days. In class I sat in the back, took notes, did my assignments and kept my mouth shut.
There were only a few raised eyebrows among my instructors when my name was called. No one else seemed to notice. For
once, I was content to blend in and go with the flow.
It was easy and frustrating at the same time.
I finished my lunch. After leaving the tray on top of the trash can, I pushed the door open and went outside. It was a pretty
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day: sunny with a few large fluffy clouds overhead. If I were still at the u, I'd make a beeline for the quad, grab the nearest
open grassy spot and catch a few rays.
Beep. I didn't have to look at my watch to know what that meant. I had exactly five minutes to get to my next class on
Criminal Law and Procedure. I hefted the backpack over my shoulder and started walking.
***
After dinner, I headed for the little room I shared with a lanky, blond-haired kid from Yakima. Not surprisingly, he wasn't in.
He was friendly, but from the first day on, it was clear he already had a tight-knit group of buddies to hang out with.
Considering he was only twenty-two, I must've seemed rather old and out of place to him.
I dumped my stuff on a chair, plopped down on my bed and looked at the calendar pinned to the small corkboard on the
opposite wall. Just another thirteen weeks and five hundred twenty odd hours of instruction to go. In some ways I was glad I
had the room to myself. I didn't want anyone to see how badly I missed home.
Out of habit, I pulled out the plastic card I carried with me. I rubbed it, feeling the raised numbers against my fingertips. It
helped calm me. Jim had slipped it into my wallet just before I left for the academy.
The cell phone had been one of the first things to go after I cleared out my office at the university. I'd been forced to cut back
on a bunch of stuff, to keep my expenses down. With everything going on, Jim didn't find out about it until much later.
"Dammit, why didn't you tell me?" he said in that exasperated tone of his.
I had just started to pack my clothes for the academy. "Couldn't afford to hang on to it. Besides, it's not like you don't know
where I'll be." I hoped he wasn't going to lecture me. I didn't have the energy for it. There was a ton of stuff spread out on my
bed, from underwear and socks to kneepads and my uniforms.
"You know I'd get you another one. All you had to do was ask." He continued to stand in the doorway of my bedroom as I
folded one of my tee shirts. As required, they all had my last name spelled out on it front and back, in two inch high black
lettering.
"That's okay. Think of all the money you'll save on phone bills." Just as I grabbed a pair of shorts to fold, he reached out and
put a hand on my arm. I gulped a bit and looked up. His eyes seemed grayer in the light, but no less intense.
Looming there so close to me, I could feel the heat from his body against my skin. Right at that moment I wanted nothing
more than to press my face against his neck and feel his solid body against mine. I wanted him to hold me until I felt, safe,
snug and secure.
But I'm not that foolhardy. He was already annoyed as it was about the cell phone. I could well imagine how he'd react to me
suddenly plastering myself against his chest for a little reassurance.
I tugged my arm free and turned to grab another shirt. "Relax, tough guy. I'll call if something comes up." There was a lump
in my throat as I said that. My old life was gone and the thought of stepping outside the loft, outside of Jim's life for four
months, unnerved me.
"Chief," he rumbled.
I peered over my shoulder as I stacked my socks on the bedspread. "Yeah?"
"You sure about this?" He gestured at the bed and my duffle bag.
I nodded. I'd done nothing but think about everything that had happened to us up to this point, from the fountain to the press
conference. I was tired of being angry one minute, sad and weepy the next. It was time to get my life moving again before
someone decided to do it for me. "Yeah, I am." He leaned and reached out his hand. I knew that if he touched me again I'd
either start babbling or shaking so I thrust a fistful of socks at him. "Here, make yourself useful."
He looked down and closed his hands around them, squeezing them once. He pursed his lips and started to say something





"Never mind. Here, give me the uniforms, too. They're gonna wrinkle if you don't fold them right."
***
The first few days were an adjustment. I studied the map that had been given to me when I registered. The academy itself
was like a compact version of Rainier. There was an administration building, a training center where classes were held,
exercise fields, a firing range, a large gymnasium with locker rooms and in-door swimming pool. The residence for live-in
recruits was on the east side of the grounds.
It was basically a three-story white stucco apartment building. The women were on the first floor, the guys were on the
second and third. I was assigned to room 307.
"Not funny," I said to the universe in general as I stepped inside my new living quarters. Of course it was nothing like the loft.
Just two beds, two desks with chairs, small closets on opposite walls, a bathroom and dark gray industrial carpeting
throughout. Clean but bland. I yanked the cord on the mini blinds and peered out. Below me were bushes and a chain link
fence. Beyond that was the oval running track bordered by a thick stand of elm trees. It muffled the sound of traffic whizzing
by on the expressway.
I unzipped my duffle bag and began unpacking. The clothes were hung up and put away, my little alarm clock went on the
small shelf over my bed along with a couple of paperbacks. I put my towels and shaving kit in the bathroom and shoved the
bag into the back of the closet. I pulled out the desk chair and started flipping through the orientation material.
About a half hour later, my new roommate popped in. "Oh hi. I'm Tim Janzen."
"Blair Sandburg." I extended my hand and we shook.
I relaxed once I realized my name didn't mean a thing to him. He rolled his suitcase over to the other bed and looked around
the room. "Kinda small in here."
"Yeah." He was tall like Jim, but thinner. After he poked his head into the bathroom, we chatted for a little bit while he
unpacked. Suddenly someone tapped on the door frame.
"Yo, Timmy."
He turned and smiled at the newcomer. "Hey, Carlos!" They slapped each other on the back. "What room are you in?"
Carlos jerked a thumb at the hallway. "Greg and I are in 318. You should come check it out."
"Sure, in a sec. Oh, this is uh--"
"Blair Sandburg."
Carlos gave me a quick nod. "Hi, how's it going? Hey, c'mon. Greg's waiting."
"Okay, okay." Tim zipped up his suitcase and shoved it by his closet. "Guess I'll see you later."
"Sure." I watched as they trotted down the hallway, laughing and teasing each other.
By the time I ate dinner, took a walk and got back upstairs, it was almost eight. I wondered what Jim was doing. Probably
kicking back with a beer and watching a game on the tube, or maybe he was out with Simon.
Tim was still with his buddies, so I got out my portable CD player and headphones. I quickly thumbed through my CDs, but
none of the selections appealed to me. That's when I realized I wanted to hear something else entirely. I put everything down
and sat on my bed again.
I remembered seeing a pay phone downstairs. I reached into my pocket to dig out my wallet for some change. As I opened
the flap, I saw something colorful under the edge. It was a phone card. That sneaky son of a gun must've tucked it in there
after I'd gone to sleep the other night. Any hesitation I had about calling flew right out the window. I jogged down the




"Hey, Jim, it's me."
"Blair?" Just the way he said my name, with a tiny hint of surprise and gladness made me smile all the harder. "How's it
going? Everything okay?"
"Yeah, I'm fine. I wanted to let you know I got here in one piece."
"Good. You all settled in?"
"Yep. I walked around the grounds and took a peek at the classrooms. Let me tell you, it's like having a major case of deja
vu."
He chuckled as we talked back and forth for several minutes. Finally I ran out of things to tell him. "I think I'd better go. Hate
to use up this card in one sitting."
There was a slight pause on the other end. "I can always send you more."
I smiled back, even though he couldn't see me. "Thanks, man."
"Good night, Chief."
"G'night, Jim." I hung up and went back to my room.
By the end of the first week, I'd adjusted to my new quarters, roommate and routine. I'd memorized my schedule of classes
and signed up for additional practice time on the firing range. In the afternoons, I jogged, swam or worked out in the weight
room. In the evenings, I read my text books and wrote to a few people, including Naomi.
For the first time in I can't remember when, she wanted regular contact with me. Even from Carmel. She wanted to know
about my classes, my instructors and academy life in general. She apologized for not listening to me, for being out of sync
with my life and my goals. She promised to pay closer attention, to communicate more.
I laughed a little at that. We Sandburgs have no problem when it comes to talking. We can do it for days on end. But getting
us to admit our innermost feelings is a whole other ball of wax. Still, she was attempting to make amends. I appreciated that,
even though I knew after a month or so she'd revert back to her usual nomadic and sporadic ways.
I looked at the phone card I used to bookmark the current section I was reading on communication skills. If Naomi was guilty
of not listening to me, I was also guilty of not listening more closely to Jim. I vowed to do better in the future. I thought about
calling him, listening to his voice, trying to gauge the kind of day he'd had from the way he spoke and the words he chose. A
lot of grunts and one-word answers meant he'd had long, tiring day. When things went well, he tended to be more open, loose
and teasing.
I really missed the teasing, along with the pats, slaps and tugs. I missed the way he mussed my hair in the mornings when I
tried to drink my coffee. Or the way he'd casually bump my hip as we washed dishes together. Or how closely we stood next
to each other on the balcony, watching the sunset.
I don't know how long I'd wanted to make those fleeting moments more. Much more. Shit. Just thinking about how he looked,
sitting on the couch, his tee shirt stretched tight across that big chest of his was making me hard. Might as well be at St.
Sebastian's for all the good that would do me.
I lifted my head up when the phone rang. Tim had forgotten to take his cell phone. It had one of those annoying high-pitched
chirps. I went over to his desk and picked it up. "Hello?"
"Oh, hi, this is Wendy. Can I speak to Tim?"
I looked at his schedule. "I'm sorry, he's not here right now. I believe he's at the gym. Can I take a message?"
"Sure. Just tell him I called. He knows my number." She giggled. "Thanks. Bye."
"Bye." I put the phone down and scribbled her name on the back of a receipt.
Wendy was no doubt Tim's girlfriend. I put my pen down and paced a little. I hadn't had a date in so long, it wasn't funny. But
that was entirely my doing. I'd decided long before the whole dissertation disaster I preferred spending Friday nights and
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much of the weekend at home with my partner.
Yeah, I loved him. The big lummox.
That wasn't so hard to admit to myself here, now that I was a good hour and a half away from Cascade. The question was,
how did Jim feel about me?
He seemed different after the press conference -- less aloof, more gentle and attentive even. Or was I reaching for something
that didn't exist? I glanced at the message for Tim I still held in my hand. Shit. For all I knew, Jim could be out on a date.
That image did not do good things for me.
I folded my arms and leaned back against the wall. The thought of Jim smiling, laughing, holding someone new in his arms
sent a wave of jealousy shooting through me. I could've used a nice long meditation session to calm down, but considering the
surroundings, it didn't seem a good time to break out the candles and assume the lotus position.
I grabbed my jacket and went downstairs for a walk.
I ended up walking the track a few times, trying to clear my head. It was cool and breezy and only two other recruits jogged
past me in the fading light. I told myself to lighten up and get a grip. Regardless of how I felt about Jim, I was here to finish
the academy so I could become his full-time partner in Major Crimes. That was my goal.
Still, the thought of him getting involved with someone else depressed the bejeesus out of me. As I passed a pay phone by the
gym, I stopped and turned around. Before I knew it, I had the receiver to my ear and the loft number punched in. It rang
twice. On the third ring I called myself an idiot and decided to hang up before the answering machine caught it. Suddenly I
heard Jim's voice on the other end. "Ellison," he barked. He sounded a little winded.
I panicked slightly, thinking, oh no, what if he's got someone with him? I reached out to disconnect but just as my finger
touched the hook, he said quietly, "Sandburg? Is that you?"
"Yeah, hi." I gulped and stood there feeling like a total dweeb. "Um, I'm not interrupting anything am I?"
He huffed a little. "No. The elevators were out again. I just got home."
"Another late one, huh?"
"You're telling me." I could hear his shoes clumping across the hardwood floor as he unzipped his jacket.
"What are you working on?"
"There was another jewelry heist this morning, downtown near Ninth and Brockton."
That was right in the heart of the jewelry district. "Any leads?"
"Yeah, a couple. Joel and I started interviewing the employees this afternoon. Considering the timing, it's pretty much a given
it was an inside job. Just a matter of time before we figure out who's involved."
He sounded tired and I began to feel guilty about calling in the first place.
"What about you?"
"Huh? What about me?"
"You called. Something come up?"
"Nah. I just thought I'd check and see how your senses were doing." It wasn't one of my better obfuscations, but I couldn't
bring myself to say what I really felt.
He was silent for moment. I heard the refrigerator door open and close. "My senses are fine." He swallowed something.






"Always, man." I hung up. It was dark by the time I got back to my room.
***
Another week went by. My accuracy on the firing range was improving slowly but surely along with my resolve not to call
and check on Jim every night. I told myself the time apart would do us both some good only it didn't sound quite so
convincing at night while I tossed and turned in bed.
Classes were going well, even the self-defense ones, but I still felt lonely. Every now and then I'd go to the pay phone by the
gym in the afternoon and dial the loft number, knowing full well Jim was out, just to listen to his voice on the answering
machine. Then I'd hang up. Talk about pathetic.
Come Friday evening, Tim and his buddies had arranged to go into town to catch a movie. Out of politeness, he asked if I
wanted to come along. I shook my head. "No thanks. Maybe next time."
I envied the fact he was going out. Here I was, more or less on the edge of broke, and hanging out in my room by myself on
the eve of another weekend. Great. Just fucking great. I didn't even want to think about what Jim might be up to. I needed
something seriously tedious to work off my bad mood. I got up off my bed, grabbed my laundry bag and began sorting the
dirty clothes into piles.
When I'd finished, I checked my pockets for loose change.
I couldn't wait to get a steady paycheck. With Jim already covering my car insurance, gas, credit cards, food, clothes, books
and the roof over my head, I couldn't bring myself to ask him for some spending cash. Instead I had Naomi send me a couple
of traveler's checks to keep me going at the academy. But even so, I had to budget myself.
As I shook out one of my pants, something fell on the floor. It was the calling card. I'd used up it up some time ago. I picked it
up and rubbed the hard, smooth surface. It reminded me of Jim's skin, except his was warm, soft and supple. I sighed and put
it up on the shelf next to my alarm clock. I scooped up my clothes and went downstairs.
The only good thing about doing laundry on a Friday evening was that I practically had my pick of machines. By the time I
got back upstairs for another load, I realized the door was ajar and someone was prowling around inside. It couldn't be Tim,
so I pushed the door open and nearly had a heart attack.
"Wha-- Jim?"
He smirked at me as I fumbled to put my stack of towels down before I dropped it.
"What the hell are you doing here?"
He leaned against the desk and tilted his head. "You never call, you never write."
We'd only been apart a few weeks but I stared at him like a kid stares at an ice cream truck on a hot August day. Even
casually dressed in his black leather jacket and jeans, he looked good. Too damn good. My pulse accelerated as he moved
closer.
"Did you at least bring me some more laundry soap?"
"Nah. I brought you something better." He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a small, black leather case.
He dropped it into my hand. I stared at it. It was a little Nokia.
"I went ahead and programmed a couple of numbers on speed dial for you."
I looked up and swallowed.
"It's already hooked up to my account," he continued. "You can call me any time now. Day or night."




Oops. Busted. I blushed. "Okay."
"If you want to talk, just call."
I squeezed the new cell phone in my hand and nodded. "Dial and call. Got it."
He moved right up in my space, forcing me to take a step back. The back of my legs bumped into the edge of the mattress.
His voice was low and a little raspy in a way that made me shiver. "Or, since I'm here, you could talk to me now."
My knees got weak suddenly and I sat heavily on the bed. Jim dropped down next me. With our combined weight, I could
feel the slats underneath the mattress I'd been sleeping on. I looked down and rubbed the covering of the cell phone with my
thumb. It was very smooth. We sat in silence for a few minutes as he waited patiently for me to say something. Finally I
spoke up. "Jim? Are you sure you want to hear this?"
"Yeah, I'm sure." He lifted my chin up with his fingers and stroked my jaw with his thumb. Even under fluorescent lights, his
eyes looked dark and dangerous. "So, what is it you want to say to me?"
I opened my mouth and closed it.
"You know what your problem is?" he said softly.
I felt mesmerized by his gaze. "No. What?"
"You're repressed."
I pulled away from his fingers and smacked his arm. "Hah, hah. That's like the pot calling the kettle--"
"Chief?"
I looked into his face again. He'd dropped his usual guarded reserve. In its place I saw tenderness, vulnerability and
something more -- all of it aimed at me. What little was left of my brain was still cautioning me to look before I leaped while
my emotions were chanting, ‘Go! Go! Go!’ I took a deep breath. "Okay, here's the deal."
"I'm listening."
I leaned my face slowly towards his and zeroed in on his mouth. He sat still, watching me and didn't pull away. I took that as
a good sign. "This is what I've been wanting to say." I closed my eyes and touched my lips to his.
Oh god.
It was better than I'd imagined. They were warm and firm yet soft. I pressed against them once and heard him sigh. I brushed
my cheek across his and felt his stubble against my skin. He smelled wonderful, clean and masculine. I caressed his hair with
my fingers as he opened his mouth slightly and let me nibble on his lower lip. His hand moved past my shoulder as he cupped
the back of my head and touched the tip of my tongue with his.
I have no idea how long we sat, wrapped up in each other arms, exchanging soft, lingering kisses. Finally I opened my eyes.
He was still watching me. I bit his lip gently then drew my head back.
"How'd you know?" I asked a bit shakily.
"I'm a sentinel, remember? I see things, smell things, feel things. But mostly I hear things. Especially this." He splayed his
hand flat against my chest, right over my heart. Leaning over, he nuzzled my neck then whispered into my ear, "So, tell me
again."
I laughed and grabbed his face between my hands. Before I pressed my mouth to his, I said, "Okay, but it's going to take a
while."




Tell Autumn Skies how you liked it!
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Citrus - afropuff
I love oranges. The orange is one of my favorite foods, and not just because nothing rhymes with it. I’m a happy, happy man
when I find a really good one, and this day in particular, I discovered I’d bought one that was damn near perfect. For starters,
it was huge, like it wanted to be a grapefruit kind of huge. Bright orange with a thick skin that peeled easily to reveal a
beautiful, seedless orb that was firm and dense without being too hard, and, upon oral inspection-ah, yes, sweet, with juice for
days. I eagerly broke my treasure into sections and peeled them -I hate pulling those white strings out of my mouth after a
good orange, it totally ruins the moment- until I had a saucer of succulent wedges, glistening with their little orange beads and
just waiting to be devoured.
I gathered the fruit and a book I was about to crack open and walked over to the sofa, setting both on the coffee table until I
got myself situated among the cushions. I pulled up my legs and tucked my feet under me Indian style, then turned a bit until
my back was nestled in the corner. When I decided I was comfortable, I picked up my items, balancing the plate on my legs
and resting the book on the arm of the couch. Then, I closed my eyes for a second and took a deep breath.
Every so often, I have these, we’ll call them ‘moments’. I get them at odd times, looking at the sky at night and spotting the
Big Dipper even with the light pollution, engaging in a stimulating conversation with strangers in a coffeehouse, cooking and
sharing a wonderful meal, sitting in the loft on a quiet Saturday afternoon reading a good book and eating a perfect orange.
The ‘moments’ come when everything around me seems to shift and align suddenly. I see how I fit into the world. I feel alive
and happy and vital, content with my life because I have food, shelter, clothing and people who love me.
And people I love.
I love Jim. As I sat there, I could hear him moving around upstairs, quietly getting dressed, and I smiled and took another
deep breath. Many of my ‘moments’ have to do with him - riding in the truck and catching a glimpse of that profile, doing
paperwork in the bullpen and noticing how his sweater follows the lines of his body. This was one of those days where I was
okay with the unrequited nature of this love. Okay with the fact that I couldn’t blaze a trail down the center of his back with
my tongue or toss my legs over his shoulders, because although fantasizing about it is not even remotely the same as doing it,
it sure as hell is fun. On that quiet, serene Saturday, my love for Jim Ellison made me feel alive and happy and vital, and with
that thought, I popped a juicy orange piece into my mouth, moaned in culinary bliss and began to read.
Jim came down the stairs and poured himself a cup of coffee – his second, judging by the amount in the pot. Without looking
up, I called out a greeting to him, munching on a wedge and quickly catching a stream of juice with my tongue as it ran down
my finger.
“Morning, Chief. Well, I guess it’s really afternoon, huh?” he said the second part more to himself as he wandered slowly
towards the couch.
“Mm,” I answered absently, still not looking up. The book had hooked me already and I wasn’t even ten pages in, so I only
half noticed when Jim came around to set his cup on the table. I finally glanced up when he sat down on the cushion next to
me, wondering not for the first time why, when there was a whole two-thirds of sofa left, he would sit right next to me. Not
that I minded, you understand, but having the object of your unvoiced lust sit practically on top of you at any given
opportunity can get a little maddening. Anyway, I was just about to snag another section when he sat down and, as I said, I
finally glanced up.
It took every ounce of strength and will I possessed not to throw book and plate to the floor, caution to the wind and myself
across Jim’s body. My hand hovered over the fruit as the image flew through my mind faster than I could comprehend it and
I just blinked for a second, trying my damndest to form something to come out of my mouth.
“I’ve never seen you in that color,” was the result. It was the truth, but I was hoping for something a little more along the
lines of ‘How’s it going?’ or ‘Was that thunder I heard last night?’
The color in question was, ironically, orange. I don’t mean Crayola orange, more like terra cotta, I guess. Deep, rusty, the
color some leaves turn in the fall. It was a lightweight turtleneck that made his eyes startlingly blue. Those eyes that could
comfort me, frighten me, piss me off and make me laugh were, at this moment, turning me inside out. He wore dark blue
jeans, requisite white socks and black shoes. He looked so cute. Cute and hot and beautiful and handsome and how could
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anyone look like all those things at once? My head cocked to the side as my thoughts began to run wild, then I realized he
was speaking.
“...gift I got a couple of years ago and I just never wore it. I’m actually surprised I never threw it out. I came across it this
morning and thought I’d give it a shot.” He took a sip of his coffee. “What do you think?”
“It makes your eyes look really blue,” I said immediately. Damn, did he have the magic lasso around me or something? I
started feeling a little warm and chuckled good-naturedly to divert attention from my awkward honesty. “Do you want some
orange? It’s probably the best I’ve had all year, really sweet.”
“Thanks,” he reached out to the dish, “it does look good.”
He bit into half a wedge and nodded appreciatively, “Wow, you’re right. You get them at the farmer’s market?”
Grateful that my snack had become the topic of conversation, I calmed down some. “Yeah, I stopped by yesterday and got
these and some gorgeous pears, a few veggies, you know, the usual. I hope the pears are as good.”
“I’ve always wanted to like pears, but I’m just not a fan. I prefer apples,” he continued as he playfully stole another piece.
I laughed as I watched him try to carefully put it into his mouth without getting the copious juice all over him. “Well, I have a
great recipe for a pear tart, maybe you’ll like them better if they’re part of a dish instead of just plain.”
“Maybe. What are you reading?”
“Oh, this?” I’d almost forgotten I was reading anything. “It’s Patricia Highsmith, Ripley Under Ground. I’ve only just started,
but I’m getting sucked in. It’s part of that Talented Mr. Ripley series. She’s good.”
Jim took the book and, holding my place, read the back. “Hm,” he said noncommittally, then gave it back to me. He, as long
as I’ve known him, has never been a big fiction reader.
“So,” he said with a deep breath, “what’s on your table today?”
I stuck half an orange piece in my mouth and shook my head, “Nothin’, man. I’ve got a great book, got my vitamin C goin’,
no deadlines, I thought I might just take a little break, you know? Chill out a little.”
“Mm.”
Was that disappointment I saw?
“I have some errands to run, need to pick up some things at the mall. Can’t convince you to tag along? There’s a lunch in
there,” he finished enticingly.
Oh, boy. An invitation to spend quality roommate time with Jim. To spend time being close to him, smelling him, listening to
him laugh in the way he only does on days off. I knew what my answer would be, of course, but I still took a second or two
as I chewed on the rest of the wedge. I was so relaxed, and I hadn’t even showered yet. If I hurried though, maybe I wouldn’t
keep him waiting too long.
His hand moving towards my face interrupted my thoughts. It startled me, but I didn’t move. “Here, you’ve got a...” He
plucked a small citrusy bead from beside my mouth, and, as I looked on astonished, popped it right into his own as if it was
the most normal thing to do.
Wait a second. Did he really just do that? Shock registered on his face and I could only imagine that mine was a perfect
mirror. He paused for a minute, then gave me a little smile. A little, mischievous smile.
“Help yourself to more, if you want,” I said, unnaturally evenly, realizing that I had just uttered a very clear double entendre.
He glance from my obviously flushed face to the dish and back, then removed the plate from my lap and set in on the table.
He then picked up a segment, looked at it, pondered a bit, then looked at me and slowly pressed it against my lips.
Wait a second. WAIT! What was happening here? My entire body suddenly went up in an all-consuming flame as I
wondered what exactly was happening here. Jim was feeding me orange sections. Wet, juicy, firm orange sections. And, he
wasn’t exactly feeding me, he was playing with me. In my confused state, I went to bite the fruit, but he pulled it out of
reach, making me lunge forward slightly. After the second time, he gave a tiny shake of his head and I stopped.
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He took the wedge and slowly, s l o w l y ran it over my bottom lip, then my top. Over and over, teasing with a rather intent
yet still slightly whimsical look on his face. It slipped inside my mouth, running along the inside of my lips and sliding across
my teeth. The whole thing was so suggestive, my mind was in gridlock. Why was he doing this? Was he just being weird?
Was he trying to make me hard? Because, God knows, it was working. My body was blazing as he pushed the section into my
mouth, only to pull it out again. In. And out. Gliding across my tongue, slipping wetly between my lips. I had the sudden urge
to laugh. Jim was fucking my mouth with part of an orange! It was insane and overpoweringly erotic. Then, I did laugh a
little. I had to, I felt a bit ridiculous. Jim smiled and glanced quickly into my eyes, then back to my mouth. I felt a single
trickle of juice run down my chin and gasped when I saw him catch it with his finger and lick it off.
I started biting. Gently, but hungrily. I was getting so turned on, I was about to lose my mind. I bit, chewed, swallowed. Bit,
chewed, swallowed, steadily eating and looking straight into terra cotta-enhanced blue eyes. I got to the last of the wedge and
chewed while his two fingers remained on my lips. When I’d swallowed it, I opened my mouth and ran my tongue over the
tip of his middle finger, then took it between my lips. There was very little thought left in my head as I sucked on it for a bit,
then did the same to his index finger. He closed his eyes briefly, then opened them and continued to watch me. I turned my
head slowly and took his thumb, licking and sucking so that he knew exactly what that orange was feeling. I could hear his
breathing as he removed his thumb from my mouth, and ran it across my lips. His fingers moved under my ear and into my
hair.
I had a ‘moment’. Things were shifting and aligning. Jim, who was just doing obscene things to me with fruit was about to kiss
me. Breath, pulse, heat, they were all there in a tangible buzz as I started quivering. I was feeling alive and happy and vital,
and then I was feeling Jim’s lips on mine and I knew this was a person who loved me.
I’m not sure I can put into words what that first kiss felt like to me. He was hard and soft at the same time, solid bone
structure and soft, newly shaved skin. His tongue came into me slowly, carefully, not wanting to rush. I was still in shock. My
brain couldn’t figure out what to do at first, so I just relaxed and let him do what he would. He pulled me firmly to him and
forced my mouth open wider, licking juice off my chin and filling me with wet, thick heat that put a quick end to my
passivity. I clutched at his neck, ran my hand over his cheek and into his hair, while my other hand landed on his thigh. I
kissed his lips individually, running my tongue across them and slipping it into his mouth where it drew restless circles on his.
I pulled back and tilted my head, changing its position, then went right back into the sweet sexiness that was that kiss.
Holding him and breathing him and tasting him as it had been in my mind for what seemed like my whole life.
We stopped eventually, breathing a little heavily, a little shakily, our mouths still close together not wanting to entirely break
the bond. He moved his hand and caressed my face, smiled and looked at me. He leaned in again and placed the lightest kiss
on my lips before sitting back. I smiled back, having no idea what on earth to say.
He solved that. “So, you wanna go?” he asked quietly.
I laughed and impulsively gave him another quick kiss. “You still buying lunch?”
“Yes, my bribe still stands!” he answered in mock exasperation.
I laughed again as I got up to go shower. When I picked up the plate, I took the last section and shoved it hard into his mouth.
I grinned wickedly at his expression and put the plate in the kitchen sink, went into the bathroom, shut the door and turned on
the shower. Then, I smiled and took a deep breath.
The end.
Tell afropuff how you liked the story!
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Rotten Beasts - Tangent
"Hey, knock it off."
Blair's voice--irritated, grumbling--filtered up to the loft. I opened my eyes and stared into the shadows, blinking.
"No, that's my pillow--hey! A little room here, please!"
Very strange. I rolled onto my side, looked at the clock. Almost one. We'd gone to bed an hour ago, maybe a little more. Blair
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didn't sound like he was talking in his sleep--sounded too lucid. Strange, which was actually normal, and clear as a bell.
"Did I say you could have that blanket? No, I didn't think so. Why don't you guys go bug Jim, huh? His bed is bigger."
I looked around. Yeah, my bed's bigger than Blair's, but then again, I'm bigger than Blair. And I sprawl more. The kid's
inclined to tuck himself neatly against the edge of the mattress and doesn't take up much room in his bed at all.
A growl floated up, faint, just barely menacing, and definitely familiar. I groaned and rolled my eyes, tempted to put my
hands over my ears. Surely I could fall asleep again in an instant and pretend that nothing was going on downstairs--
But no, I could hear Blair grumbling--"Fine, all right, you guys win." The sound of him crawling out of bed. "You mind if I
take a sheet and pillow, huh? Real gracious of you, thanks." And then bare feet shuffling across the floor downstairs. The
couch springs creaked and Blair sighed.
For a few minutes, it was quiet. I closed my eyes again and tried to relax. So the kid was going to have to sleep on the couch--
wouldn't be the first time. It was long enough and wide enough that I could sleep there without a problem, so Blair would be
fine.
Then I heard the growl again. A low pitched yip. Blair's long, drawn-out groan. I echoed it and pushed back the covers. No
sleep for the Sentinel until everything was calm and quiet, peaceful and settled. Damn it.
I headed down the stairs. Sandburg was stretched out on the couch, his arm over his eyes. I looked into his bedroom and
there they were, the jaguar and the wolf, sprawled across the bed and fighting for space. The wolf had all the pillows.
"They won't get lost," Blair grumbled, and I went to sit on the coffee table.
"How long they been at it?"
Blair lowered his arm. "Twenty minutes at least. I woke up because your cat was making himself comfortable on my side of
the bed--never mind that I was still on it."
I snorted. "Not my cat." Another growl caught my attention so I looked back into his room; they were wrestling now, the
wolf's teeth buried in the cat's neck, the jaguar's big, heavy hind paws kicking hard against the wolf's stomach. I wondered if
there'd be bloodshed before they settled down.
"You know, for figments of our imagination, they are definitely annoying," Blair said decisively.
"Can't be entirely our imaginations, Chief," I pointed out. "No imaginary jaguar could rip open your pillows."
Blair looked around me, groaned. "It'll take a week to clean up all those feathers!"
"Probably more. Looks like a mass of them are getting worked into the fibers of your blankets."
Blair groaned again. "Your spirit guide did it. You clean it up."
I raised my eyebrows at him. "But it's your spirit guide who's chewing on your mattress."
He sat up on the couch, leaned around me. "Hey, you guys mind? I need all that stuff!"
Two sets of amber eyes turned our way. The wolf licked his lips, and the jaguar licked his paws. Then they went back to
mutilating Blair's bed.
He laid back down, closed his eyes. I grinned a little--wouldn't have been able to if it had been my stuff they were digesting
but as long as the tragedy was Blair's, it was definitely kind of funny.
"No laughing, man," Blair ordered without having seen my grin. "Laugh and I'll go upstairs and drool on your pillows. Chew
your sheets a little."
That didn't actually sound like a bad idea. I raised my eyebrows, grinned a little wider, and prepared to make a little joke--
But the two animals on his bed came bounding out of his room and into the living room. The jaguar took a leap and landed




"You know," he grumbled; I wasn't sure if he was talking to me or the animals, "a little peace and quiet would be great. Me
and Jim have to be at work by eight tomorrow."
Ah, he was talking to the animals. I studied them--they didn't seem to particularly care about our work schedule. The wolf
looked quite comfortable on Blair's feet but seemed to be expanding somehow. Taking up more and more room on the couch
with every panting inhale. The jaguar met my gaze and I would have sworn that he smiled at me before he slid off the table
with strong, elegant grace. He crouched beside the couch and had a mouthful of cushion before I could stop him.
"No way!" I shouted, slamming my hand down on his neck and pulling. I wasn't intimidated by him at all of course, not even
when he turned to me and his lips curled back to reveal gleaming, sharp teeth. The fact that I took my hand off him fast at
precisely that second was entirely a coincidence.
In the meantime, Blair was struggling to get the wolf off his knees. Big canine teeth gleamed too, but he looked a lot more
playful than the jaguar had. Like it was all just a game, crushing Blair's legs.
So I pulled Sandburg off the couch.
He landed hard on the floor and turned to glare at me, but at least he was out from under the wolf's weight. And he climbed
up to sit beside me on the coffee table easy enough, so he was obviously fine.
"Rotten beast," he said, glaring at the wolf's doggy grin, but I had the feeling he was referring to me.
The jaguar had let go of the couch cushion and leaped up with the wolf. They both turned in a few circles then curled up in
the middle of the couch, black and grey fur mingling comfortably. And they were both looking at us.
I turned to Blair. "You could probably go back to bed now--"
The wolf howled, long and low.
"Maybe not," I conceded.
"What am I supposed to do?" Blair looked almost ready to cry or fight the animals tooth and nail for some cushion space.
"Should I go sleep in the bathtub?"
The jaguar curled his lips back and rumbled at us in a slightly threatening manner.
"Oh, well then. You go ahead and tell me what to do," Blair ordered the big cat. They looked at each other for a long second,
then the cat looked up at the loft.
"No," I said quickly. "That is my bed. I'm not giving it up for him. You guys want to see me try to curl up in the bathtub?"
I would have sworn that the two pairs of gleaming amber eyes rolled, and that's when it clicked for me and Blair.
"Oh no," he said. "You're not getting both of us in that bed."
The jaguar growled.
"I don't care," Blair argued, his hands flying. "The day the two of you sleep together all nice and cozy, maybe--"
I cleared my throat. Blair stopped glaring at our animal spirits long enough to glare at me instead. "No way, Jim. I don't care if
they are curled up all nice and comfortable. If me and you try to share a bed, I'll end up cuddling--I really cannot help
cuddling--and you'll wake up and feel honor-bound to kick my ass."
I cleared my throat again, looked away, looked back. A little honesty is a good thing, I told myself encouragingly, and then I
said, "Cuddlingwouldn'tbotherme," real low and fast. The jaguar huffed, a sound almost like laughter, and Blair blinked.
"I'm sorry, you want to repeat that for non-Sentinel ears?"
I glared. "No, I do not."
Blair threw up his hands. "In that case, remember to kick me out of the bathtub tomorrow when you go to take your shower."
He half-rose and I gripped his wrist, tugged him down.
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"I said, cuddling wouldn't bother me," I grumbled, but it was loud and clear this time.
Blair blinked at me again, looking shocked and slightly stupid. Then a grin began to creep across his face, slow and delightful.
I let out a long, sighing breath. "Yeah?" he asked, not losing the grin. "You think you're man enough to handle cuddling with a
Sandburg?"
I raised my eyebrows at him and flexed my arms. "I'm man enough," I said confidently. "Are you man enough to take me
on?"
He chuckled, low and soft, delighted. "You bet," he said quietly, and then he put a hand on my leg, squeezed. Leaned in.
"Kiss me," he whispered, almost against my mouth, "and I'll go upstairs with you and prove my manhood."
I was hard in an instant, hard and smiling and closing the last inches between us. I licked his lower lip very slowly, very
lightly, then sucked it in. He groaned and I settled my mouth over his. He opened for me instantly, his hand rising to wrap
around the back of my neck, big, hard fingers gripping tight. I slipped behind his teeth and thought I heard a pleased growl--it
might have been the spirit guides, it might have been him, and it might have been me. I'm still not sure. What I was sure of
was the perfection of his tongue against mine and the way his lips moved. The way his hand massaged my neck.
I reached out and tangled my hands in his hair, changing the angle of the kiss, then drawing my tongue out of his mouth and
inviting him to come play in mine.
He followed instinctively and I was sure that it was me who growled then, but after that I lost myself. It was a long time
before I drew back and he rested his forehead against mine, panting. I licked my swollen lips to get the last of his flavor and
he mimicked me, doing the same.
"Upstairs," I said, urging him to stand, listening to his laugh and hearing the sound echoed in appealing huffs by the wolf and
jaguar, who had pretty obviously planned the whole thing and were quite delighted with themselves.
Not that I blamed them.
I spared them a quick glance as we slowly climbed the stairs, just in time to see the wolf lick the jaguar's ear and the big cat
begin to knead his big paws against the couch cushions.
"Watch out for the upholstery," I shouted down to them, and the jaguar turned his head and met my gaze, the look in his eyes
saying clear as day, "You too, buddy." Then we turned away from each other and went back to the business at hand.
The end.
Tell Tangent how you liked it!
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"So, how did you know it was me?"
Jim sighed as his guide pestered him for the millionth time. He walked into the kitchen to retrieve a beer, one of his favorites.
He frequently had to be on guard against zoning when drinking one, but he felt it was a small price to pay for such incredible
depth of taste.
"Look, I just knew it was you, okay, Chief?" he muttered as he headed back towards the living room, intent on mellowing out
on the couch. He did not want to discuss this.
"No, Jim, really. I wanna know, how did you know it was me?" Blair nagged, following his sentinel back to the couch and
plopping down beside him.
Ellison groaned, letting his head flop back onto the cushions. "Sandburg, let it go!"
"Why? You found me in a crowd of, like, over a couple hundred! You were all the way on the other side of the mall and




"Because I could hear you, alright?!" the older man snapped, then grimaced. He took a swig of beer and glanced away,
automatically rolling the liquid in his mouth to savor the taste before swallowing.
Blair was gaping at him, slack-jawed and silent. That didn't last long, much to Jim's regret.
"You heard me? From the other side of the mall? Way cool, man! What was it, the conversation, or my voice, or-"
"It was your heart." Jim began picking at the label on the beer bottle. "That's what clued me in first."
Sandburg blinked. "My ... my heart? What about it?"
"It started beating harder, with that angry beat that you sometimes get. Except it was nervous, too. It wasn't going
thump-thump normal, it was going KA-thump hyper. Your heart has different beats for different emotions, with different
noise levels for the severity of them."
Well, that's done it, the cop thought. Cat's out of the bag now.
Blair was silent for a moment, then asked, "You listen to my heart? Enough to know what's going on because of the
difference in the way it beats?"
"Yes." The single word was gritty and grudging and pushed through clenching teeth.
Blair noticed and realized that his friend was reaching his limits, but he just had to know.
"But ... why, man?"
Jim sighed roughly and scrubbed at his forehead with one hand as he thought how to play this. Realizing that he was tired and
that Blair would keep nagging at him, he decided he might as well get it over with. He was in for a round of tests just from
what he'd already said, anyway.
Damned if I do, damned if I don't. Might as well get something out of the doing, he thought resignedly as he shifted so that
he was facing his friend, his face serious.
"Look, it's like this, okay? Pay attention, now. You're my Guide, right? The guy that helps me with my senses, helps me with
my job, watches my back. Right? Okay. Well, in order for you to do that, you have to be safe. Ergo, it's my job to keep track
of you in order to keep you safe. You thought you were joking when you named me your 'Blessed Protector', weren't you,
Short-eyes? Well, guess what: it's not a joke. Not to me. I seem to be hard-wired into looking after your skinny ass. I always
hear you; it's an instinctual thing. My ears constantly have the sound of you in them. Got it?"
Blair nodded, awe on his face. "You listen for me all the time? Man, that's just ... so ... nice. Thanks, Jim."
"Yeah, well, don't let it go to your head. It's not like I can turn it off. There are some days I wish I-" Jim bit off the last of his
sentence and looked away, again.
Sandburg, however, was by no means stupid. "You wish you could turn it off. That you didn't have to - don't want to - listen
for me."
Glancing at his friend, Jim could see the slight hurt that Blair was trying hard, and failing, to hide. Reaching over, he rested a
hand on one of Blair's knees, gripping firmly.
"It's not you, Chief," he said, feelingly. "You gotta know that. It's just ... I swear, since I've met you, my rate of hair loss has
increased because I'm always checking up on you, worrying about you."
Blair grinned at that. "Oh, please! Don't you dare blame your hair loss on me, Baldi-locks! I'm not that much trouble."
"Wanna bet, Runt Boy?" Ellison teased, lifting his hand to smack the back of it against Blair's cheek. "I'm surprised what
little I have left hasn't turned gray yet!"
"Who says it hasn't? I can spot six gray hairs from here!" the younger man sassed back.
Jim let out an "Oh, really?" chuckle and leaned forward to rest his beer on the coffee table.
His guide took that as a hint that it was time to skedaddle.
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He didn't even make it off the couch.
For the next few minutes, apartment #307 rang with laughter, curses, squeals, threats, and pleadings for mercy. These, in
turn, were mingled with more laughter, shouts, orders, and denials of mercy, as the two men grappled and wrestled and
tickled each other on the sofa.
Finally, they were quiet, lying draped over opposite ends of the couch. When Jim got his breath back, he stretched to reach
his beer, snagged it, and took a drink, closing his eyes as he relished the taste.
Blair watched him from where he was sprawled and grinned at the look on his friend's face. "You really like that, don't you?"
The older man cracked open an eye, regarded his companion and, a moment later, swallowed the beer. When he was done,
he said, "Yeah, I like it. With taste buds like mine, when there's something I really like the taste of, I enjoy it as much and as
long as possible."
Sandburg nodded. "I can understand that. Anyway, thanks for explaining to me. I think it's really nice that you use your
hearing to keep track of me, that you care enough to do that."
"All of them, actually."
Jim closed his eyes as soon as the words were out of his mouth, wishing them back. Are you insane? Why did you say that?!
Blair sat up like he'd been electrocuted. "What did you say?" he demanded.
"Nothing, Sandburg, just forget it-"
"Ohhh, no! No way, man! This is just too much! I mean, the fact that you use your hearing to keep track of me is amazing,
but ... you actually use all of them? Just for me? I don't get it!"
"I don't use all of them - I can't - and what's not to get?" Jim said grumpily.
"One, that you use them on me. And two, why can't you use all of them?" Blair asked, curious.
Ellison frowned as he sat up, too. "Hold it, back up for a moment, Chief. Why are you having a problem with the fact that I
use my senses on you, to keep track of you? I just explained that you're my guide, that it's instinctual!"
Blair blushed and looked down at the couch cushions. "Yeah, I guess, it's just kind of ... I mean, come on, Jim. I'm not used to
anyone needing me like that. Needing to know I'm safe. That I matter-" He cut himself off, and shrugged. "It's really weird,
that's all."
"What, that you matter to someone? To me?"
"Well ... kinda, yeah."
"Of all the looney-tune - why would you think that?!"
"Come on, Jim! This is me, remember? The neo-hippie witchdoctor punk that gets on everybody's nerves! I'm useful for what
I can contribute at the time, but otherwise...."
Jim couldn't believe what he was hearing. Realizing his jaw was sagging downwards, he closed it with a snap, then reached
out and grabbed hold of his friend's upper arms and gave the younger man a firm shake.
"I do not believe this! Chief ... Blair, I thought you knew better by now! Don't you know you're important to me?"
"Well, sure. I help you with the senses, your paperwork-"
"No! Wrong!"
Blair sighed, exasperated. "Then what, Jim? Look, I know we're friends, but-"
"What does that mean to you, Blair?" the sentinel asked, concerned. "What does friendship mean to you? What does our
friendship mean to you?"
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The younger man opened his mouth to reply, but found he couldn't. Not yet. Frowning slightly, he closed his mouth and
thought for a long few minutes.
While he was doing that, Jim loosened his grip a bit and said softly, "Let me tell you what it means to me, Chief. Being your
friend, having your friendship, means I'm not alone anymore. My life isn't simply an existence anymore. Before you, I was
alone, tired, bored, and feeling like I was missing something. Then you came along. Sure, at first, you were annoying to me
because I wasn't used to you. Had never really met anyone like you before. But after a while, you grew on me. And I realized
what a really great guy you are, Chief. You became a close friend and I wasn't lonely anymore, or alone. I'm not so tired of
everything, because of you. I'm certainly not bored; you take care of that frequently. And that missing feeling? I think that
was you."
Blair looked up at his friend and didn't say anything. He didn't have to. Every emotion was parading across his face and
through his eyes like a marching band at full volume.
Jim smiled, reaching up to tuck a strand of hair behind one of Blair's ears. "I think I was missing you, Chief. It was gradual,
but one day, after I realized how close we'd gotten, I also realized that the missing feeling was gone, and had been for a while.
And it was because of you. You were there. And I wasn't missing a thing. I finally had everything I needed. And that, my
friend, is what our friendship, our relationship, means to me."
The younger man swallowed hard, blinking quickly, and then he simply fell forward against his partner, wrapping his arms
tightly around Jim's back.
Jim returned the gesture and held on as hard as he could, burying his face in his guide's hair, sniffing deeply to get his friend's
scent, peace stealing through him as always at the smell of him.
Long moments later, they loosened their hold on each other and sat back slowly, looking at each other.
Blair blushed, gave a shy grin, and wiped at the tiny wet, salty tracks on his cheeks.
Jim smiled fondly and reached up to gently brush his thumbs over said cheeks, his touch light and tender.
Finally, Blair cleared his throat and said, "Okay. So, we've established that we're more than simple 'partners'. We're friends,
soul-mates in the truest sense (no pun intended) of the word. Now, answer the other question."
"Which one is that?" Jim asked, letting his hands drop down to his lap.
"Why you can't use all of your senses to keep track of me."
"Oh, that. It's simple, actually. I don't know what you taste like. Scent, hearing, touch, and sight, yes. Taste, no."
"Oh. Well, we can fix that, easily."
"Yeah? How?"
"Easy. Kiss me."
Jim froze. A moment later, he peered carefully at his friend. "What ... Blair, what?"
The guide grinned. "Easily fixed, Jim. Kiss me. That's all it should take to learn my taste."
"I ... are you sure?" the sentinel asked, a trifle desperately.
Blair nodded. "Yes. It's the one thing your senses don't know about me. We should correct it. I don't mind. It's you. And I
think ... Jim, I think I love you."
Lifting his hand, Jim touched one long finger to one of Blair's blushing cheeks, sensing the increase of heat easily. He
swallowed and said, "I think that's possible. I think I feel the same way about you, Chi-Blair."
"Okay. So?"
"So," Jim breathed, and cupped his friend's - no, his mate's - face in his hands. He lowered his own face slowly, carefully,
until his mouth was hovering over Blair's. "Ready?"
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"Yes. I think I've been ready for years, man," Sandburg whispered back, his breath puffing over Jim's lips.
"Me, too. Now..."
Jim ceased talking and sealed his lips to Blair's, not doing anything more than that for a few moments, simply learning the
texture of his friend's lips. The softness and warmth of them, the shape and feel of them. When they parted, allowing moist
warmth to escape, Jim took the hint and opened his own lips, letting his tongue slip through to gently trace the outline before
politely slipping inside to touch Blair's tongue.
An instant later, he shivered hard and withdrew, lifting his head to look into startled deep blue eyes.
"What? What is it?" Blair asked anxiously.
"You taste good," Jim said, with some surprise.
The younger man smiled. "I'm glad. You like?"
Ellison grinned and nodded. "I like. And do you remember what I said about how I deal with tastes I like?"
"Um..."
"I enjoy as much and as long as possible, Chief. And I'm thinking I've found a new taste I want to get very, very well
acquainted with. What do you say?" the older man asked with a teasing grin.
Blair's smile was equal parts desire and affection and amusement as he lifted his arms to wrap them around his friend's neck.
"I think that would be a very good idea, Jim."
"We're in a perfect frenzy of agreement, then," Jim said smoothly as he wound his arms around Blair's back.
Then he took his mate's mouth again, delving deeper, staying longer, tasting his guide with great enjoyment and contentment
as he gently sucked on Blair's tongue, and took his own on a tour inside the younger man's mouth, tasting and stroking and
apparently driving Blair wild if the sudden jerks and whimpers were any indication.
It was a very long time before Jim could bring himself to stop kissing his guide, feeling as though he never, ever wanted to
stop.
Blair, to the sentinel's delight, felt the same way.
And the two of them realized that they had begun something very special indeed.
THE END
Tell Rogue how you liked it!
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Blair kicked some dirt with his shoe, half-listening to Simon’s family’s raucous laughter and bullshitting as they sat around the
campfire. The other half of him was focused on his partner, who sat next to him enjoying nighttime in the forest.
The two men exchanged knowing smiles when Simon started telling a story to his brothers about a woman he’d met while on
a case, exaggerating the attributes of the woman as well as his own heroism. Neither of them interrupted, though. It was nice
enough to just sit and be in the moment.
Someone poked at the firewood with a stick, sending sparks leaping into the air, cascading down like hundreds of tiny burning
stars, and Blair glanced over at Jim to make sure he wasn’t going to zone out on them.
He wasn’t zoning, and Blair received a wry smile for checking. He shrugged in response, inexplicably embarrassed for being
caught doing something that was his job.
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“You two are awfully quiet over there!” thundered out Simon, who was working on making the next morning’s hangover a
big one, thanks to the flask of Bacardi making its way around the circle and a case of beer that was already half gone.
Everyone heartily agreed, and someone passed the flask down their way. Blair held it in his hand, studying the decorative
engravings on the container. He didn’t drink often, and almost never indulged in hard liquor. Still…he could use a drink after
the week that he’d had. A week of too many near misses. Blair almost being strangled by a psycho before Jim saved him, Jim
almost being killed during a zoneout. A week of dreams where Jim rescued him from every kind of horror his subconscious
could dream up.
Even in the dreams, Jim always saved him.
Taking a deep breath, he tipped back the flask and swallowed, taking a second swallow at the urging, whistling and whooping
of his friends. Even though his throat was on fire, he fought the urge to cough as he handed it over to Jim. Damn, how could
anyone like this stuff?
Jim swallowed a large amount smoothly without blinking, and though it won the admiration of everyone around them, Blair
frowned at him through narrowed eyes. “I’d like to see you try that without dialing down, you cheater,” he mumbled.
“It’s not a competition, Chief,” Jim replied innocently, and Blair elbowed his partner in the ribs in response.
The flask kept coming around, and Blair accepted each time, noticing that Jim didn’t always partake. It didn’t taste that bad,
anymore, Blair thought after the fifth passing, before something occurred to him- Good God, maybe I’ve managed to dial it
down somehow! A choked burst of laughter escaped him, and when he turned to his left to see if Jim had noticed.
He had.
“Feeling pretty good there, Sandburg?” He asked in a low voice, and the intimacy of his words and tone made Blair’s
stomach clench.
“Uh…” Their knees bumped together, as they had so many times that night, but it felt odd this time, it went right through
him, and then he realized what Jim was talking about.
“I think I’m drunk, Jim,” he whispered, leaning in as though he needed to do that for the Sentinel to hear him.
“Don’t worry about it, buddy.” Jim’s arm came around Blair’s back to steady him, large hand squeezing strongly on his
shoulder. “I’m surprised that Simon is still upright at this point, and Thomas just spewed his beer all over his cousin over
something that wasn’t even funny. You’re in good company.”
Felt good. Felt warm. Jim was wearing flannel, too, which was a rare sight and mighty…Blair searched for the right
word…warm . That was it. It was a warm Jim. Warm Jim. Warm Jim. That sounded funny, like some kind of dish at Denny’s,
so he said it out loud.
“What, are you cold?” warm Jim was asking softly, smiling with his warm-looking lips. No one was paying any attention to
them, and the night was too seductive for Blair, giving the illusion of privacy through darkness.
Blair shivered. Cold was definitely not the word. Everything was good, great, and certainly warm enough. Everything buzzed
softly at the edges, he loved everyone here, he loved the fire, loved the Bacardi, and he wanted—his eyes roamed around the
campsite, then back to Jim, over his partner’s hiking boots, jeans, and back up to his familiar face. He wanted…
To kiss Jim.
Blair stole a hesitant glance over at his partner. It wasn’t that unreasonable, really. People kissed all the time, and he’d kissed
people that he’d known for less time than Jim. What would Jim’s mouth feel like, he mused. Probably warm and dry at first,
then incredibly hot and wet. And Jim would be the type to make pleased groaning sounds, telling him when to take it deeper,
take it further…Oh yeah.
He lazily moistened his lips with his tongue, unaware of what he was doing. So easy, to just lean into his partner’s embrace a
little more, clear his throat, and when Jim turned his head to look down at him, he’d part his lips and-
“Jesus Christ, Sandburg, what the hell are you doing?” Simon slurred loudly.
Blair froze, horrified, realizing that he’d done everything that he’d been fantasizing about, and was caught, swaying just
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inches away from Jim, his eyes heavy lidded, mouth open with anticipation. “Um.”
“You gonna kiss Ellison?” Someone whooped, and laughter erupted around the circle. Thomas puckered up to make
smooching faces at Simon, batting his eyelashes coquettishly until he fell off of his seat, and the moment was forgotten.
But Blair couldn’t forget. His face burned with humiliation, confusion. If only he were sober he’d be able to wrap his brain
around what had just happened, what he’d done, assess the damage, what Jim’s reaction was. He did, however, have enough
presence of mind to notice that the warm arm had dropped from his shoulders. Duh.
For the next hour, Blair kept his eyes focused intently on two things: the fire and the ground, both safe choices. His
mortification about what he’d almost done felt huge, alive, a scar that would never go away. Finally he couldn’t take it
anymore and stumbled to his feet, mumbling something about the call of nature and escaping into the woods, still a little tipsy
but not nearly as much as he’d like to be.
Once he was there, he kicked at a pile of leaves, leaning his forehead against a scratchy tree trunk. Fuck. What the hell had
happened back there? If only he could remember exactly what had happened in that split second error of judgment then
perhaps he could come up with some kind of explanation for Jim.
He sighed. No one was going to forget this. Playing around was one thing, but tomorrow everyone would look back on
tonight uncomfortably, without the buffer of alcohol to make it seem funny, or weird. He’d embarrassed Jim, embarrassed
himself; and for what? For a whim.
“Sandburg!” Jim was calling for him and he knew it would only be a few seconds before he was found.
He emerged tentatively, in the faint moonlight outlined in silver. Something only a Sentinel can truly appreciate.
“Yeah,” he answered, afraid to look at Jim’s face, afraid of what he might see, so he studied the leaves that covered his
shoes. “I’m here,” he added foolishly.
“The guys are pretty much winding down for the night. Thought I’d let you know…”
“Thanks.” Blair took a step forward, but Jim didn’t move. They stood for endless minutes, until Blair had no choice but to
look to Jim’s face for answers.
His answers weren’t there- just a hard expression that concealed whatever his friend was really thinking. His eyes dropped
again, and he slid back into regret.
“Blair,” Jim said, and surprised Blair by moving not away, but a step closer, until Blair had a new point of focus, the buttons
on the front of Jim’s shirt.
“Yeah?” His stomach lurched, surely Jim wouldn’t be this cruel, wouldn’t be this communicative that he’d want to talk
about what had happened right now.
Jim’s hands came to rest on Blair’s hips, holding him there, wanting him to stay- not run. Poor kid…he’d shocked the hell out
of Jim tonight, but shock didn’t always mean disapproval. Sometimes it was just…enlightenment.
Blair’s eyes grew wide when one of the strong hands moved to his back, rifling around, seeking bare skin under his many
layers. Gentle fingers brushed the smooth expanse of his back, across, up and down. He suddenly felt terribly naked, too
vulnerable, primed for some kind of juvenile prank.
But Jim wouldn’t do that, would he? It was like junior high all over again, teetering on the edge of potential humiliation,
uncertainty, shame…fear…
“Blair,” and this time Blair felt a hand under his chin, not pushing but ever so slightly nudging upwards until he lifted his
gaze, blinking, letting Jim see that vulnerability through his eyes.
“Is this what you wanted to do?” Jim asked huskily, his voice as soft as the hand at Blair’s neck. And he was the one taking
the risk this time, bending to touch his lips to Blair’s passive, lax mouth.
For a horrible second, it seemed to Jim as though he’d misread what Blair had been doing at the campsite, after all the kid
had been pretty blurred. But he tried again, bringing his hand from the fluttering pulse in his neck to stroke along his jaw. A
strategically placed prod of his thumb did the trick and Blair slowly opened up.
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“Yessss,” he breathed his answer into Jim’s mouth, losing anything else he might have wanted to say in the rush of being
where he was, doing what he was doing.
After a few minutes of exploring, testing, each of them being ever so cautious not to scare off the other, Blair grew bolder,
impatient, and he gasped for air, grabbed for Jim. He pulled him closer, trying to convey what he wanted--more wetter,
rougher, closer- and Jim went with it, because he was ready, too.
The moment that their heat inevitably broke through the thread of careful restraint, Blair groaned. Because apparently, for
Jim there was low gear and high gear and nothing in between, and he was clearly in high gear now.
The hand that had made its way into Blair’s hair tightened thrillingly, hinting at the passion that was just waiting to be
released. Both men forgot about technique, about their friends only a few meters away, about everything but the way their
mouths kept coming together, again and again for more. What had been tentative nibbles turned to ravenous tasting with
thrusting tongues and semi-gentle bites to lips and eventually necks, and anything within reach until Jim pulled away, leaving
both of them panting.
“Simon’s coming,” he said, his voice rough with lust and disappointment. Still, he held Blair closely against his body. He
didn’t know if it was for himself or Blair, because he couldn’t tell which of them was trembling more.
The end.
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"Shit, man! Watch the ditch, watch the ditch!"
A quick swerve, and the truck was off the shoulder, back on the road. "DAMMIT, Sandburg, don't do that!"
"What? It was an accident."
"It fucking well was not an accident!"
"Hey, chill out. It's just a little static electricity. I can't help it if it builds up."
"I saw you rubbing your hands on your flannel before you reached over here."
Blair gave Jim a wide-eyed innocent look that was patently false. "I was just trying to brush the powdered sugar from that last
donut off my shirt. I don't want to look like I have dandruff."
"With all the money you spend on your hair care products there's no way I would ever believe you had dandruff," Jim
growled. "And I'm the only one here, or were you expecting to have company when we get to the cabin?"
"No company, Big Guy. Just you, 'n me, 'n whatever piscean creature we can haul out of the lake."
"Oh, for heaven's sake, Darwin, say 'fish'."
"My, you're grumpy."
"Getting fried doesn't help. That's the third time you've done that since we started up here. Once could be an accident, I could




"I'm an anthropologist, not an electrical engineer." Jim muttered something obscene under his breath, and Blair decided that it
might be better for him to lay low for a little while. He huddled on his side of the cab, wrapping his top flannel shirt a little
tighter. The heater was on, but there was a crack somewhere that was blowing chilly air on him, and he just couldn't seem to
get warm.
He thought of the fireplace in the cabin with mingled longing and anticipation. As far as he was concerned, that was the best
part of these trips up into the wilderness. After a day of fishing, after the supper dishes were done, Jim would build a roaring
fire, and they would settle in front of it on an old blanket with beer or a bottle of wine. A lot of bullshitting went on while
they toasted themselves in front of the hearth.
Blair slid a glance at his grim faced companion. A lot of serious, deep talk went on there, too. That was why Blair had
suggested the trip when they got a couple of unexpected days off. Jim had been tense lately, and he hadn't been forthcoming
about what it was that was bothering him. Blair was hoping that once they'd settled into the cabin, far away from the
responsibilities of the great city that Jim protected, that his friend would be able to relax a little, open up and let Blair help as
best he could.
I CAN help him, I'm pretty sure of that. After all, I'm his Guide, right? I'm here to help him keep an emotional and spiritual
balance. We were doing so good for awhile. Why is he closing himself off lately?
Jim glanced over to where Sandburg was trying to find another few inches of flannel to wrap around himself. Well, he's got a
warm personality, but he's the most cold natured person I've ever known, physically. Why the hell did he choose to live in
Washington instead of somewhere warm like Texas or southern California? Oh, shit, Ellison! Don't even think things like
that! What if what you've half suspected is true, and he DOES have some sort of ESP? He might take it as a suggestion and
leave.
Jim dismissed that thought almost the second it occurred. If he had ESP he'd have bolted the first time I checked out his ass.
Maybe not. I don't think I knew what I was doing the first time I did it. Jim sighed, missing Blair's sharp glance. I still don't
know what the fuck I'm doing.
Blair tried to watch Jim without staring too obviously. What was that sigh about? Is he counting up the things I've done today
that irritate him? I hope he isn't thinking about asking me to move out. Shit, no, Jim! Not before I get up enough nerve to
tell you how I feel about you. Then you'll throw me out. Maybe this weekend. Yeah. He wouldn't leave me stranded out here,
even if he did get freaked out because I lust after him. Would he? Oh, man, I don't wanna have to hitchhike home, had
enough of that. Crap, now I'm babbling mentally. He isn't the only one who'd tensed up.
The light-hearted approach wasn't working too well, but it was hard for Blair to give up on it. Usually he could joke Ellison
out of a bad mood, if not into cheerfulness, then at least to 'less than pissed-off'. But it wasn't working today, and there was
always the chance of pushing him over into 'snap and snarl' territory, so it was better to just sit tight and wait for a change.
Or I could try one more time. Okay, he's on to the flannel-rubbing. What else could I do? Hmm.
Jim slid another glance at Blair. He had 'that look' on his face again. He's plotting something, devious little devil. First he
flim-flams his way into my hospital room, then cons his way into riding along as my observer and making me his guinea pig
on this Sentinel thing. He even weasels his way into my home, and now the little sneak has gotten under my skin to the
point... Jim sighed again, and Blair frowned.
Crap. Admit it. He isn't just under your skin. The neo-hippie witch doctor has put the mojo on you and you're fucking IN
LOVE with him. Christ. You DO get yourself into some messes, Ellison.
Blair was getting really worried now. That's two sighs in less than three minutes. I suppose he COULD just need extra
oxygen, but I don't think so. I better do something to take his mind off whatever it is, fast. I know.
Blair pulled a comb out of his pocket and began to stroke it through his hair. Jim pretended not to notice, but secretly he was
hoping that he didn't get distracted enough to head for the ditch again. Though he joked a lot about Sandburg's hair and his
careful tending of the flowing locks, the truth was that he loved to watch him mess with it. The sight of Blair putting his hair
in a tail, hands busy behind his neck, arms raised so that the T-shirt he was wearing stretched across his well muscled chest
tight enough to show his nipple ring was enough these days to make Jim have to step into the bathroom for some 'quiet time'.
It was even more unruly than usual today. The cold, dry air had increased the static electricity Jim had been fussing about
and individual strands floated and waved about his head like... like the hair of Ariel in that Disney mermaid cartoon. More
than ever, his hair seemed to have a life of its own. Jim was grateful that he'd slid back across the cab instead of sitting right
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beside him, because if any of those silky threads had touched him...
Jim could almost see it. One curly, errant hair would have brushed his cheek, and the next thing he'd have screeched over to
the side of the road, slammed it into park, and jumped Sandburg's bones before the startled Guide could say, "Huh?"
That would be a hell of a way to come out to him. But I have to tell him soon, even if I get rejected. I'm too damn old to keep
taking cold showers. I'm pretty sure he's bi, from some of the remarks he's made about past lovers. I'm almost positive I
heard an occasional 'he' among the 'shes'.
Jim glance briefly upward. I'm not much on praying, but just let him not hate me, okay? I'd rather not hear the 'let's just be
friends' speech, either, but as long as he doesn't hate me...
Blair winced. Oh, *no*! Now he's rolling his eyes! BIG TIME trouble. Gotta act fast.
His hair had been making faint crackling noises the last few passes: it should be sufficient. Blair dropped the comb in his
pocket and casually put his elbow up on the seat back, letting his hand drift toward Jim.
Jim had heard the crackles, and of course saw the hand coming. Oh, I don't believe it! He wouldn't DARE. "Blair..."
*zzzzap*
"OW! Son of a BITCH, Sandburg!"
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
*FLASH*
"Damn, that was a good one!"
"I don't know about good, Einstein. We're not going to get any fishing done today, that's for sure."
"Ah, it can wait till tomorrow, man. Blair leaned forward and peered out the windshield, trying to see through the wash of
rain that was swirling over the glass, fighting with the wipers. "It isn't like the fish are gonna walk off."
"It's raining so hard that they almost could. I'm glad we're this close to the cabin, but I want to get out from under these trees
with this lightning."
There was another boom, and a bolt of lightning flashed across the sky. It didn't strike, but leapt from cloud to cloud, lacing
the swollen, purplish underbellies with gold. "Oh, that is so awesome. God does the coolest visual effects."
Jim chuckled, the grim attitude finally easing a little. "I'm glad you enjoy it. But if you take the visuals, you have to take the
physical, and we still have to get into the cabin." He pulled into the little clearing in front of the cabin and parked, as close to
the cabin as the little rise it was situated on would allow.
"Oo, ugh." Blair contemplated the path they'd have to take to the cabin, already an inch or two deep in water. "Oh, man,
we're gonna be soaked, and I bet that rain is fucking cold."
He sounded miserable already. "Look, stay in the truck till I get the door unlocked, then grab your back pack and my duffle
and dash in. I'll make a fire as soon as we're inside, okay?"
"Why do I have to carry your stuff?"
"Because I'm unlocking the door, that's why."
"Guess that's the best we can do. The way this is coming down, if I try to stay here till it lets up, it'll be Monday, and we'll be
ready to head back on in.
Jim slipped out of his jacket and draped it over his head, located the key to the cabin on his ring, and took a deep breath.
Then he opened the truck door and sprinted for the cabin, slamming the door after him. As fast as he was, Blair still caught a
blast of mist. Watching Jim sprint to the cabin was like looking at him through a gauzy grey curtain.
He got to the cabin and used the key, then had to struggle with the door. The sound of him swearing drifted back to the truck,
and Blair winced. Last time the door had stuck a little, swollen with dampness. It must be a real bitch now.
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Jim threw his shoulder against the door and finally shifted it, but by the time he stumbled in, it was as if he'd been tossed in a
pool, fully clothed. He held the door open, motioning for Blair to come on. Blair looked around at the rain soaked clearing,
then looked back at Jim. "Dammit, Darwin, MOVE that round ass!" he bellowed.
Blair bolted out of the truck and raced to the cabin, kicking up sprays to either side on the rapidly submerging path. He
pounded past Jim, tried to stop a little too suddenly, and skidded in the puddle that Jim had dripped. Unable to get his balance
loaded down with the luggage, he was about to go down when strong arms hooked under his, stopping his fall. For a moment
he just hung in Ellison's arms, sneakers slipping as he tried to get a firm footing. Finally Jim said, "Look, calm down for a
second!" Blair went limp, and Jim lifted him, setting him on his feet and releasing him. "You're so graceful."
"Bite me."
Love to. Jim shook his head as he shut the door. I've got to stop thinking like that, or one of these days the mental censor is
gonna be down at the wrong moment.
Blair was shivering. "Come on, you promised me a fire."
"Maybe I should go start the generator first, so we can have some light."
"Fire gives light, Ellison. It's a concept that was discovered by the caveman. It also gives heat, and I'm freezing my nuts off,
so start the fire."
"All right, all right." Jim walked to the fireplace, and peered at the hearth. He looked at the large box of ashes and half
burned wood and snorted. "If the last tenants were going to clean the hearth, I don't know why they couldn't chuck this stuff
out. Oh, well." He regarded the wood piled in the fireplace, and the bucket of small sticks. "At least they left the makings
ready to go. All I'll have to do is put down a little kindling and some paper..."
"This isn't boy scouts, you don't have to teach me how to do it. Just get it done. Please!" Blair's teeth were chattering. "Shit,
I've got to get into something dry now."
Jim was crumpling some of the newspaper that was stacked by the kindling bucket, placing the balls on top of the wood in the
fireplace. Behind him he hear the distinct slurping sound of wet clothes being peeled off wet skin, and his heart started to
pound. Blair was stripping.
"I can spread those on the fire screen to dry." Blair said. There was a squelching sound as two wet flannel shirts and pair of
jeans landed on the hearth beside Jim.
Jim pulled a few sticks out of the bucket, thinking, Oh, damn. He's down to his boxers... Just as he thought that, a wet pair of
red flannel boxers landed on top of the pile. The kindling snapped in Jim's hands, and he quickly put it on top of the paper,
got some more, and snapped it, too. I'm not going to be able to turn around. I'm going to have a hard-on like a log.
"I'm glad I packed a couple of towels and some long johns."
"Long johns? This I gotta see." Jim had determined that the erection wasn't too obvious, yet, so he stood up and turned
around. Sure enough, thermal underwear, a complete set. And the stretchy knit material hugged Blair's body in the most
interesting way.
Blair put his hands on his hips, tossing his head to clear his damp hair out of his eyes. "And what are you staring at?"
"Um, nothing."
"Yeah, yeah, I know. They look ridiculous, but they're warm."
"I didn't say anything. Did I say anything?"
"No, but you're staring like I have two heads."
"No, you look... cute." Did I say that out loud? Fuck.





"But get that fire going. Even these aren't enough."
Jim took the box of matches off the mantle, and froze. "Ah, crap."
"What?"
He shook the box. No rattle. "They left the wood, but no matches. Do you have any?"
"No. Hell, I thought I was doing good to remember to bring the flashlight and a can opener."
"Well, I'd hope you'd remember those after having to open the beans in the dark with my hunting knife. Maybe there's some
in the kitchen."
They both rummaged industriously, but there wasn't a single match or lighter. "It's like Smokey the Bear came in and tossed
the place,” Blair grumbled. "Now I'm going to freeze."
"No you aren't, Chief. Look what I found."
Blair looked. "A piece of metal and a rock? So?"
"Flint and steel, Chief. That's something an anthropologist should be acquainted with. I mean, after all, it was a long time
between the discovery of fire and Diamond matches."
Blair examined the items more curiously. "You can really do something with those? You can make fire?"
"It's a basic survival technique. You didn't think they'd let me go into the field in the Rangers if I didn't know how to start a
fire, did you?"
"Can't say I ever gave it much thought. You can really start a fire with that?"
"I can make sparks. The sparks start the fire. C'mon and watch."
They knelt down at the hearth. Jim arranged the kindling in a kind of arch on top of the logs, over some of the paper. Then he
half shredded more paper, and dug in the detritus in the cardboard box, muttering to himself.
"I don't think you're going to find any live embers in there, Big Guy, or the place would have burned down by now."
"No, I'm looking for some char."
"What?"
"Something to catch and hold the spark. Burnt cloth works best, but you have to have a fire to burn the cloth, so it's kind of a
catch 22. Partially burned wood that was good and dry works as well... Ah!" He triumphantly pulled out a small piece of
blackened wood and set it carefully in the nest of shredded paper. "I get the spark to catch on the char. Once I have an
ember, I get the tinder to it, then shove it all into the kindling."
"Sounds complicated."
"Just watch." The steel was a flat C shaped affair, and Jim gripped it, fitting his fingers through it as if it was a set of brass
knuckles. He held it close over the char, and struck the thin edge of the flint down on it at an angle. Blair blinked as several
bright yellow sparks flashed out, falling on the char. "Damn. Well, it's been awhile since I've done this. Can't expect to light a
fire that easily, I suppose."
"That was cool. Do it again." Jim struck again, and another few bright specks flew from the impact point. Blair murmured.
"Zap! Spark!" A tiny wisp of smoke, almost invisible curled up. "I think I see a glow, Jim!"
"Maybe. One more, for good measure." He struck hard, and there was a small, dancing shower. This time he grinned. "Zap.
Spark." The sparks settled into the char, and a definite cherry red started to glow under a thin grey skim of ash. Using a stick,
Jim pressed the shredded paper down on it. First the paper blackened around the hot area, then a hole was eaten through it,
with glowing edges, and a tiny flame burst out. Jim quickly bundled more paper onto it, and it grew stronger. Then he pushed
the small, flaming mass under the piled kindling, into the waiting paper.
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In a moment the fire blazed up brightly, and flames started spreading out along the logs. "There ya go, Chief."
Blair held his hands out to the fire, sighing gustily. "Oh, wow. Thanks, man."
"You're welcome."
They knelt side by side, watching the fire grow. Jim was very aware of the way that Blair's shoulder rubbed against his every
time he reached out toward the fire. So close. Too close. I need to move, before I do something. Or else I need to tell him.
Blair was combing his fingers through the damp strands of his hair, spreading it to dry, and he noticed Jim watching him. He
could feel the blush rising in his face, and hoped Jim would think it was just from the heat. But in these long-handles, how I
feel isn't going to stay a secret for long. I guess I shouldn't put this off any longer. How am I going to start this
conversation?
Both men found that they were gazing at each other silently. Static isn't supposed to be a problem in damp air. But maybe the
fire had dried things out enough, or maybe there was another sort of electricity at work that made the atmosphere so charged.
Later on, when they did talk, neither could say exactly who moved first. All they knew was that they had been staring into
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Detective James Ellison switched off his computer monitor on his desk, and leaned back heavily in his chair. That last report
was now done. He rubbed his face with both hands, and then laced his fingers together behind his neck, sighing deeply. He
closed his eyes for a few seconds, only to be interrupted by a quiet voice.
"Good night, Jim. See you and Blair on Monday." Joel Taggart smiled at his friend.
Jim opened his eyes, and smiled as he sat up. "Joel, good night, and thanks again for your help."
"Any time, Jim. You know that." Joel waved a final goodbye at Jim's smiling nod, and left the bullpen for the evening.
Friday night. Finally. Jim sighed again. Finally. Finally. Finally. He smiled. Finally, thank God. He added for good
measure.
Finally, after too many long months, Blair Sandburg would be sworn in on Monday as Jim's official partner, and a Detective
in Major Crime. It had been a long haul for both of them. Jim was mentally and physically exhausted after enduring these
months without Blair at his side. On Monday, things would be back to normal. Well, as normal as things usually are for
Cascade, at least. He leaned back in the chair and once again closed his eyes, thinking about the past few months.
Jim had been working alone and functioning quite well until a particularly unsettling case involving several young women
who were raped and beaten. Jim had gone to the scene to investigate and zoned badly searching for clues. Simon had arrived
shortly thereafter, and managed to wrestle Jim physically back to his car. It took Simon a good thirty minutes to finally bring
Jim out of the zone out. After that, Simon had insisted that he work with Joel, so that Joel could at least keep an eye on him.
Jim had objected, not because he didn't like Joel, but he didn't want to put Joel in the position of having to baby-sit him. But
Simon informed Jim that unless he wanted to be put on administrative leave, he and Joel were partners until Sandburg
returned. Jim reluctantly agreed.
First Kiss Collage
37
Things ended up being workable for the new partnership, especially after Joel was with Jim when he zoned again. Joel, being
the smart man that he is, understood from watching Jim and Blair work together for many years, what was what, especially
after the dissertation debacle. He did his best imitation of Blair talking Jim down, and after ten minutes, finally succeeded.
Blair's gentle touch and quiet voice were enough to ground Jim, and keep him from zoning. With Joel, it required a firm grip
on Jim's arms with a lot of coaxing and cajoling, but he was at least able to reach Jim in a reasonable amount of time.
Luckily, Joel found that he was able to keep Jim from zoning when he recognized the signs beforehand. But it was tiring
work, keeping an eye on Jim at all times while performing his own duties. He wondered how Blair had the energy to do it
24/7. It also helped that Jim was willing to accept Joel's guidance until his Guide was back in action. Jim and Joel liked each
other, but both were glad that Monday was finally approaching.
When he had left for work this morning, Blair was still asleep. He had informed Jim last evening he was spending the "entire
day" asleep. Blair was exhausted from the rigorous schedule he had put himself on from his first day of police training. Blair
devoted himself to the Police Academy 120%. He worked himself ragged, managing to fall asleep many evenings at the
dinner table, leaving Jim the job of manhandling him into his room, and into bed.
It was after one of those evenings when Jim practically carried Blair to bed, and stripped off his clothes, that he had sat
beside his friend for a long while, watching him sleep. Then Jim made an admission to himself that he thought he would never
make about anyone ever again, especially another man. He was in love with Blair Sandburg. The thought didn't send him
screaming from the room in fright, as it would have years ago when Blair and he first met. But it did give him many long
hours to contemplate the ramifications of being in love with his partner.
Then, one evening before Blair had graduated, when they had managed to find a few previous quiet hours alone, Blair had
been telling Jim a funny story about an experience he had that day at training. Jim sat at one end of the sofa, and Blair sat
cross-legged at the other end. They were each drinking a beer, and enjoying each other's company. Jim watched Blair's
shining blue eyes, and listened to his animated voice telling the story. Jim laughed as he looked at his friend.
"Love you, Sandburg." He blurted out before he even knew what he was saying.
Blair just laughed as he stretched and yawned. "Love you, too, man. I'm hitting the shower, and then the bed. "Night, Jim.
What Jim said was, "Good night, Chief." What he thought was, Ellison, you are such an idiot. Love you, Sandburg? What
did you want to say, you wuss? Blair, I'm in love with you. A hell of a lot different than what you said. Of course he loves
you. Like a brother. Like a friend. Not like what you want. Like a lover.
Jim groaned as he thought back on that evening. But this weekend, it was going to be different. He and Blair had the whole
weekend free and clear. They were spending it together. Jim needed to reconnect with his Guide after the long separation.
And Jim hoped to be reconnected both mentally as well as physically by Monday.
He had sensed what he perceived as Sandburg's interest in him a few times over the past months. But Jim didn't feel it was
fair to approach Blair and put another burden on him while he was in training. Besides, they were both tired a lot lately, and
Jim wanted things to be brought out in the open when they were able to discuss the issue calmly and rationally.
Jim was lost in his reverie when a man's voice startled him. He sat up quickly, shaking his head to clear it. He must have been
really out of it not to hear the man's footsteps as he approached Jim's desk, and stood quietly in front of him.
"Excuse me, sir?"
Jim eyed the young man closely. He was college-aged, clean cut, handsome, and dressed in a tuxedo. He had a pass clipped
to his jacket that read "Visitor." The man was smiling.
"Yes, may I help you?"
"Are you Detective James Ellison?"
"Yes."
"I have an extremely important personal delivery for you." He held out a rolled cylinder of paper tied with a black satin
ribbon with both hands reverently. Jim rose and reached out, taking the item from the man, looking closely at it. Along the
side of the cylinder, in a beautiful script, his name was written in calligraphy. James J. Ellison.
He looked at the tuxedoed delivery person. "Who sent this?"
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"The information you seek is inside." He quipped. Then he added. "I was told to say that." He grinned at Jim.
Jim nodded. Strange, but his sensory sweep of the item disclosed no danger. He was now becoming panther-curious. He set
the paper down, and reached into his back pocket, intending to tip the deliveryman.
"No, sir. It's all been taken care of. Good evening, Detective." The delivery fellow elegantly turned and departed the
premises.
Jim sat down and picked up the tube of paper, once again looking at his name. He ran a finger over the parchment. It was of
fine quality with a pleasing swirl of light browns, tans, and cremes. He untied the black satin ribbon, and gently unrolled the
paper.
It read --
Mr. James J. Ellison
The honor of your presence is requested this evening
promptly at 8:00 o'clock P.M. at the private residence located
at 852 Prospect Street, Apartment 307, Cascade, Washington.
Black tie is optional.
Blair J. Sandburg
Jim frowned. What the hell was Sandburg up to now? They had already celebrated his graduation from the Academy. Jim lips
curved in a small smile. Leave it to Blair to not only plunge into the Academy full speed ahead, but to also go and graduate at
the top of his class. Jim was so proud of him, he almost cried at the ceremony. So this had to be something else. Jim had no
idea. But he was now over-the-top panther-curious. A quick check of his watch indicated 6:48 p.m. He would have just
enough time to run by the mall and rent a tuxedo on his way home.
***
Jim arrived at the loft at 7:57 p.m. The door was slightly ajar. Blair had attached a note to it. Please come in, and follow your
heart, it read. Jim pushed the door open, and walked into a room lit with at least a hundred candles. The candles were
arranged in a path from the front door to the stairs leading up to Jim's bedroom. All along the stairs more candles were placed.
The fragrance of the candles was light and airy, a bit woodsy. It tickled his nose pleasantly. He looked up and could see the
flickering of the candles across the high ceiling of the loft.
He shrugged off his coat, and hung it up, closing the door. He sent his sense of smell and hearing up to his room. He was
rewarded with the musky scent of his friend, and the sound of his heartbeat. It was a bit fast, but not unduly so. Jim smiled.
He knew enough to follow a path when it was laid out for him. As he crossed the room, he called out Blair's name. While
Blair did not respond, Jim noted that Blair's heart rate and breathing escalated a bit more as Jim climbed each step.
Jim reached the top of the stairs, and walked a few feet from his bed. He stopped, and his mouth dropped open. Blair was
lounging in Jim's bed like he belonged there. He does belong there. The thought flashed across Jim's befuddled mind. Blair
was naked from the waist up, except for a shiny black satin cummerbund on his waist and a black bow tie around his neck.
His hair was so clean, the reflections of the candles danced from it. Jim's nose picked up the wonderful Blair fragrance of
shaving cream, vanilla shampoo and soap, and underneath it all, his favorite fragrance. Blair, himself.
Jim's eyes scanned his friend again. Jim didn't know if Blair was naked from the waist down, because he had a sheet
discreetly drawn up to just under the cummerbund, but he did know that Blair was aroused. While his lower body was
covered, his dick was standing straight up, tenting the sheet.
Blair grinned at Jim. "Man, you look fantastic. You were born to wear formal clothes."
Jim nodded and finally managed to speak. "Thanks. I received your invitation."
"Yeah, I figured. Glad you could make it. Champagne?" Blair sat up, and reached to the nightstand, grabbing two glasses
filled with the bubbly liquid.
Jim nodded again, and made his feet move towards the bed. He reached out, taking the glass from Blair's hand.
"Shall we have a toast?" Blair inquired, his dusky blue eyes touching Jim's clear blue ones.
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"Yes. What shall we toast to?"
"To us."
Jim swallowed. "Is there going to be an ‘us’?” Jim asked hopefully.
Blair laughed deeply. Jim's dick twitched at the sound. "I sure as hell hope so, man, or I am a total fool here."
"To us, Blair." Jim smiled.
Blair's grin widened. "To us, Jim."
Blair raised his glass as Jim lowered his. The crystal chinked lightly as they touched, and each took a sip. Blair took the glass
from Jim's hand, and he placed both glasses back on the nightstand.
Jim's senses smelled Blair's sexual arousal. The scent traveled from his brain, through his body, and right to his groin. He was
hard in seconds. He groaned quietly, and closed his eyes. Blair watched him closely. When Jim opened his eyes, Blair was
staring directly at him. Only after Jim's eyes opened, and he saw Blair watching him, did Blair rake his eyes over Jim's body
from head to foot. Jim finally knew what the expression, to be undressed with someone's eyes, meant. Even though Jim was
fully clothed in the tuxedo, Blair's eyes managed to make him feel totally nude.
Jim licked his dry lips as Blair reached out his hand, pulling Jim to sit beside him.
"Jim, I notice that you seem a bit interested in me."
Jim smiled. "What gave it away?"
Blair reached out and ran the palm of his hand across Jim's erection. Even though the material, Jim could feel the heat from
Blair's hand. Jim moaned again, and pressed his hand over Blair's.
"I've wanted this for so long." Jim's tone was quiet. Blair leaned closer to hear his words. "I've wanted to say something to
you for so long."
Blair leaned inches from Jim's face. "Tell me now." He whispered invitingly.
"I'm in love with you, Blair Sandburg."
"And I'm in love with you, James Ellison."
Only inches apart now, Jim tilted his head to finally kiss his lover. He shifted his position to face Blair, unintentionally pulling
the sheet from Blair's body enough to release Blair's hard shaft from its confines. Blair's dick sprung to full attention, catching
Jim's eyes. His eyes traveled down the length of Blair's erection. He chuckled, and then started to laugh out loud. Blair looked
down at himself. He started laughing, also. Within seconds, they were laughing so hard, both men had tears running down
their faces. Jim held his side, and fell back onto the bed. Blair threw himself on his back next to Jim as they both tried to
contain their merriment.
When Jim accidentally pulled back the sheet, he saw what Blair had done to himself. Being an inventive fellow, Blair had
tied a satin black ribbon around the base of his dick, and topped it with a big bow.
Jim finally managed to speak after several minutes of unbridled laughter. "Chief, you are insane. I do love you, you crazy
moron."
Blair turned to his side, gloriously naked, except for the cummerbund, bow tie at his neck, and, of course, the bow on his
dick. Jim matched his actions, and they were lying face to face. Their breaths mingled. Jim sniffed Blair's minty fragrance into
his memory.
"Jim, ah, can I, ah, kiss you?"
"I'm here at your invitation. You lead, I'll follow, just like always, Blair. Just like always."
"Really? Oh, good, I have some specific ideas in mind?"
Jim reached out his hand, and ran it through Blair's hair, luxuriating in the silky texture.
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"Now why doesn't that surprise me?" Jim chuckled deeply.
Blair laughed as he slid his hand behind Jim's head, stroking the short, soft hair, and running his fingers lightly over the warm
skin on the back of Jim's neck. Blair pulled Jim's face an inch from his, and ran his tongue lightly across Jim's lips. Jim sighed
with pleasure, and shivered just a bit. Then Blair pulled him that last half an inch, finally, finally, their lips touching for that
gentle, marvelous, warm and oh-so memorable first kiss.
The End.
Tell LilyK how you liked it!
Back to Story Index  
 Love's Fragrance
Love's Fragrance - Angelise
Blair reached out and slipped Jim's key in the lock. "Oh, it's open."
The two men walked in the loft, the Sentinel still struggling to breathe through his sweater, a poor attempt at protecting his
hypersensitive nose from the obnoxious smell.
"Man! What is that?" Blair stared at the mound that had been dumped in the middle of the room. His own nose was burning
from the stench; he couldn't even begin to imagine what his partner was going through.
"That's horse manure, Chief." Jim couldn't stand the olfactory torture any longer and escaped from his home, taking the steps
to the roof three at a time.
"Jim? Big Guy?" Blair ran after his friend and nearly tripped over him as he exited the door to the roof.
Jim was down on his hands and knees, trying desperately to catch his breath. Blair looked around the area and spied an
alcove several feet from the door. Gently grabbing his partner by the arm, he helped the detective to his feet and led him over
to the shadowy corner. Propping him up against the wall, Blair spoke quietly to his Sentinel.
"It's okay, Jim. I'll get you through this." Blair thought for a moment, his hands wandering through the air as if searching for a
clue. Snapping his fingers, Blair pulled Jim's hands away from his nose.
"Let's try this. Imagine that pile of manure is now a pile of Wonderburgers. Yum . . . can't you just smell the special sauce
they use on them burgers?"
The older man coughed. "You're so full of shit, Sandburg."
The grad student laughed. "No, man. Our loft is full of shit."
Even with tears streaming down his face, Jim was still able to smile at his partner. "Your genius amazes me, Darwin."
Blair nodded his head, his mahogany curls bouncing all around his face. "Yeah? Well if I'm so smart why won't you just shut
up and let me do my thing."
Jim leaned his head back and opened his arms. "Go for it, Chief. I'm all yours."
Blair gazed at the man who owned his heart lock, stock and barrel. "Man, I wish."
The Sentinel heard the barely breathed statement. He cracked open an eye and caught the longing look on his partner's face.
Jim recognized that expression; it was one that had often found itself plastered across his own face. Blair wanted him. Could
his partner possibly be experiencing the same feelings he, himself, woke up with every morning?
Maybe it was time to test the waters, Jim pondered.
Covering his face with his hand, a gesture that not only gave some measure of protection for his nose but also provided cover
for his wicked smile, the Sentinel refocused his Guide's attention on himself.
"Chief? Need some help here."
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Blair shook his head, clearing the fantasy of a naked Jim stretched across the kitchen counter from his lusty mind. "Sorry,
man. Those fumes must be messing with my gray matter."
Jim shook his head. "I'm gonna resist the temptation of commenting on that."
The grad student jabbed his partner in the arm. "Gee thanks, Big Guy. I'm overwhelmed."
Blair scooted closer to his Sentinel and placed his hand on the man's broad chest. "Okay, let's get serious. Keep your eyes
closed and just listen to my voice."
After a few minutes of Blair's guidespeak, Jim held up a hand. "Not working, Chief. I think I need something more to distract
me from that stench. Damn, it's bad, Blair."
Jim peeked at the smaller man, watching the academic wheels spin as Blair considered his partner's needs. Ready to put his
plan into action, the detective jumped in with his own suggestion.
"How about we substitute the focus from one sense to another. Hmmm . . . maybe touch?"
Blair frowned as he pondered his friend's idea. "Okay." He looked around the small alcove for an item Jim could focus his
touch on. Picking up a broken roof shingle, he held it out to the Sentinel. "Let's try this."
Jim ignored the offered distraction. "I've got a better idea."
The Sentinel threaded his fingers into the mane of curls that framed Blair's face. He smiled as his ears detected the escalating
heartbeat and the surge of blood in the area of his friend's groin.
Touching foreheads, Jim allowed his fingers to trace Blair's head, skimming over his ears. The cool touch of metal caught his
attention and for several seconds, the detective played with the small silver hoops that pierced the tender flesh of Blair's ear.
A husky inquiry jumped right up the scale and ended in a squeak. "Umm . . . Jim? Jiiiiimmm!?"
The older man pressed his lips to the damp skin of his partner's forehead. "More, I need more. The stench is still . . ."
Jim dropped his hands to Blair's shoulders as he leaned down and nuzzled the man's neck. He tightened his grip, a preventive
measure in case his Guide decided to bolt for freedom.
With a smile on his face, Jim lightly nipped the pale skin before healing the area with a slow lick of his tongue.
Blair's knees buckled, his premature fall aborted by his partner's hold. "SHIT!"
"Not anymore, Chief. Shit's gone; it's just you now." Jim opened his mouth and proceeded to give his hopefully soon to be
lover a monster hickey.
"Shitshitshit."
Jim pulled back and admired his masterpiece. Blair was on the verge of going boneless. His head was thrown back, his blue
eyes clouded with desire and the most sexiest little pants of air were escaping out of his tempting mouth.
The Sentinel slid one hand down his Guide heavily layered body, allowing it to hover over the man's denim covered groin. "If
you don't stop reminding me about the pile of stink in our loft, I'm gonna have to take more drastic measures to prevent an
olfactory zone out."
Blair's confused gaze lingered several seconds on his friend's face. Finally the smaller man looked down and a beautiful grin
spread across his face. His quick reply answered every single question the Sentinel had about his partner's feelings for him.
"SHIT!"
Jim laughed and moved his hand, tenderly cupping Blair's manhood. "Yep."
The Sentinel pulled his Guide close and sealed their mouths together in a heart stopping, mind melting kiss. After a moment
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Blair was in the midst of a nightmare. The plunge off the cliff seemed to last forever, far longer than the real jump had lasted.
He knew he was dreaming but couldn't wake up; he was trapped in the terror.
***
Jim had been immediately woken by two things. Waves of terror that washed over him and the thick stench of fear. A split-
second later, Blair--the source of the panic--screamed, and Jim was halfway down the stairs before he realized it, and it was a
few moments later when it dawned on him that he was standing naked outside Blair's room. Fuck. I can't go in there like this!
Thankful that Sandburg hadn't yet put up the clean laundry, he dug through the basket and grabbed his workout sweatshorts
and jumped into them as he rushed into Blair's room. The young man was twisted in his bedsheets, one of which had gotten
around his throat and was threatening to choke him.
Jim pounced on the bed, his hands going immediately to free Blair's throat before he hurt himself. "Blair! Blair, wake up,
you're going to hurt yourself!" As he'd untangled Blair from the sheets, he'd pulled the Guide into his lap, and his squirming
and writhing was causing Jim's body to react. Not now, dammit! he cursed to himself as he clung to his Guide. "Please, Chief,
you got to wake up now!" He shook his friend none too gently, trying to shake him out of the terror.
***
The scene changed for Blair and suddenly he was free falling towards the dense jungle below. His chute deployed but he felt
the straps twisting around his throat, and panicked. He knew he was clawing at them because he could feel his hands at his
throat and finally he was able to breathe again.
***
Nothing that Jim was doing was working. He rocked Blair, held him, talked to him, and even rubbed his arms and shoulders.
None of it worked.
When Jim and his brother Stevie had been kids, when Jim's nightmares woke his little brother, Stevie would get in bed with
Jim and hold Jim's head in his lap. Jim even tried holding Blair's head in his lap, cradled him to his shoulder, nothing worked.
Jim was starting to choke on the heavy scent of panic that poured out off Blair's body. One last solution blared in his
thoughts. Carolyn had kissed him awake when he'd fought against her in his dreams, and it was the only thing he had not
tried.
You can't kiss Blair! was Jim's first thought. You do and he will leave you in a heartbeat! But I can't let him suffer either!
Jim countered himself. He coughed as he tried to breathe in past Blair's panic. Find another way, Jim, before you lose him.
Jim dropped his forehead down to Blair's. "Listen to me, Blair, you got to listen to me. Come back to me, Blair, please. I don't
know what has such a hold on you but I need you to come back. You're scaring me, baby, and I don't know how to deal with
it." He rained light kisses all over Blair's cheeks, deliberately avoiding his lips. "I need you, Blair… I love you, and I need you
in my life." He touched Blair's face, running his hands through Blair's hair.
***
Blair was dangling in the tree where he'd landed. He'd tried to unhook his chute and he couldn't, and he heard something
almost in the background. He hung from the tree, trying to listen.
"… scaring me baby and I don't know how to deal with it." Then he felt feather-light sensations over his cheeks and face, as
though he were being kissed by raindrops. "I need you, Blair, I love you, and I need you in my life."





Jim grabbed Blair closer when Blair whispered his name. "That's right, Blair, its Jim. You're here at home with me."
"Home?"
***
"Home?" Blair blinked rapidly, trying to see. The bright light was blinding him, but he could no longer make out the outline of
trees, instead of wooden shelving and metal bed railings.
***
"Yes, baby, home," Jim said, pressing a light kiss on each of his eyes as they fought to open. "Open those baby blues, let me
see you."
"Jim, is that you?"
***
"Jim, is that you?" Blair fought to open his eyes as a light pressure touched briefly on each one then disappeared. The voice
sounded like Jim's but not the actions. At least, not outside of his dreams, and that's where they were, right?
***
"Yes, it's me. Open… that's right… open those eyes." He looked down into Blair's eyes, and they were still slightly hazy but
clearing rapidly. The scent of fear was lessening but it was still hanging thick in the room, and Jim was tempted to open a
window but did not want to chill his Guide. "Look at me, Blair, where are you?"
"Where… my bedroom," he said, looking around and rubbing his eyes. He snuggled against the warmth at his back before he
thought, and then his eyes widened as he realized what that warmth was. Jim. "The loft bedroom."
Jim exhaled softly. Yes! "Oh, man, Blair, you scared the hell out of me," he whispered, forcing himself not to cling so tightly
to Blair now that he was awake.
"Wasn't too fun here either," Blair whispered, making no move to get out of Jim's arms. It just felt too good and too warm to
his shivering body.
"You're shivering," Jim pointed out unnecessarily. "Here, let me help." He leaned down, pressing his chest tightly against
Blair's back as he pulled up the comforter and wrapped it around his Guide's shivering shoulders. "How's that?"
"Better," Blair said, though it was the warmth from Jim's body that was comforting him the most.
"What was going on there?" Jim asked softly.
"Trapped in nightmares," Blair said quietly in response. "When we jumped, in Peru, and when we plunged off the cliff in
Metaline Falls chasing Simon and Quinn. I got a thing about heights." He shivered again and pressed against Jim.
Jim sighed and wrapped his arms around Blair, thinking only about how right it felt to comfort his Guide this way. "It's
okay… it's over now, you're okay."
Blair nodded as he inhaled Jim's scent. He loved it; it's why he always showered after Jim, he loved the smell of his friend.
Raw and masculine, and right now, comforting.
Jim smiled as he felt Blair relax slightly. No way was he going to let his young friend sleep alone again tonight. "Blair, you
want to come upstairs and try and sleep?"
"I'll be okay down here, Jim," Blair said, stirring slightly. No way he could sleep in Jim's bed. Not without making a fool out
of himself.
"Then we'll sleep down here," Jim said stubbornly. "I just got you out of one set of bad dreams, Blair, I'm not going to let you
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get into another set!"
Blair's heart started to race. "Jim--"
"No buts, Chief. We stay down here or we go upstairs but we're doing it together." He studiously ignored Blair's warmth
against his, turned down his touch dial so he would not feel the skin against skin contact. He had to stay calm, for Blair.
"All right, all right, let's just… go upstairs. We can sleep, there's more room, you won't be cranky in the morning."
Now that sounds like my Blair! Jim thought with a grin. "Come on then, let's go." He wrapped the comforter around Blair's
body and pushed him from the room and up the stairs.
Under Jim's watchful eye, Blair climbed into bed and burrowed into the mattress and under the blankets. Once Blair was
situated, Jim rolled into the bed beside him, slipping under the sheets and letting the rest of the blanket act as a shield
separating him and Blair. He closed his eyes, listening to the steady breathing of his Guide, and was half surprised to feel
Blair roll over to lay against him. "Hey, Jim?"
"Yeah, Chief?" He forced himself not to react, though he sorely wanted to.
"Did you… talk to me while I was having a nightmare?"
"Yeah, I did," he said, not opening his eyes, unaware that Blair was doing the same.
"What did you say?"
Shit. "I asked you to come back, told you that you were scaring me and that I needed you."
"Did you…" Blair opened his eyes and bit his lip as he looked over at Jim, who was lying there, facing the ceiling with his
eyes closed. "Did you… say…"
"Say what, Chief?" He was afraid to look down at Blair, who had moved to rest his head on Jim's shoulder.
"Say that… you… that you love me?"
Blair's voice sounded… almost hopeful. Jim made a split-second decision; he could never lie to Blair. "Yeah, I did," he
confessed softly.
"Did you mean it?" There was no mistaking the hope in Blair's voice this time, nor the hitching intake of breath.
Jim opened his eyes, finally, to look down and find Blair peering up at him, his lower lip caught between his teeth. "Yes, I
meant it," Jim whispered, cupping Blair's face with his hand. "I love you." The result was not what Jim had expected.
Blair rolled completely against Jim, and wrapped his arms around the big man's chest. "Jim, please, hold me."
"Gladly," Jim whispered, putting his arms once more around the man he loved.
"Jim, I couldn't tell you before, I was afraid you'd make me leave and I couldn't leave without you. I love you, Jim, I want
you and I love you and I need you."
Jim used one hand to cup Blair's chin and tilt his face up. Blair's eyes were squeezed shut, as though he couldn't bear to see
the result of his words. Slowly, Jim lowered his mouth towards Blair's, and the Guide opened his eyes a split second before
Jim kissed him.
Jim used his tongue to gently pry Blair's lips open, and when Blair thrust his tongue back towards Jim, tastes exploded and
filled both men's mouths. Jim closed his eyes and his hands slid up to hold Blair's head still as his tongue stroked and caressed,
sucking and nipping as he devoured every bit of Blair's mouth. Hungrily he nibbled Blair's tongue and lips, as he felt Blair's
tongue exploring his own mouth.
He paused for a second, and Blair became the aggressor, his tongue pushing into Jim's mouth as he tasted Jim's tongue and
sucked it hard. Jim moaned, the first noise that either of them made since the kiss began. At Jim's moan, Blair became even
more aggressive, his tongue pushing into Jim's mouth to taste and thrust.
Blair rolled on top of Jim, their bodies separated only by the thin cotton sheet as he broke the kiss to take a deep breath. Jim's
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arms were wrapped around his shoulders, Jim's hands tangled in his hair. He snuggled against Jim, laying his head on the
Sentinel's shoulder. "Kiss me awake in the morning?" Blair asked hopefully.
Jim nodded. "Of course, and then again and again and again and again, until it's time for a goodnight kiss, just like the one we
just shared in this very spot." He ran his fingers through Blair's chest hair. "Sleep, baby, you deserve it after that nightmare."
"At least it had a happy ending," Blair yawned, curling up against Jim.
"And we both lived happily ever after," Jim responded softly as he watched Blair relax into a gentle sleep, and followed soon
after.
The End
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"Far out." There was no mistaking the note of awe in Sandburg's voice.
"What's far out, Chief?" Jim asked almost absently, not really tuned in on his partner's wavelength.
Blair closed the magazine he'd been reading with a guilty look. "Oh, nothing. It's a surprise."
"I hate surprises."
"No, you don't. You hate change. There's a difference."
"Why don't you explain it to me someday, Einstein? I'm all agog." Jim snapped his newspaper to attention. It wouldn't dare
defy the Sentinel's command. Unlike Sandburg.
"Mmm...maybe." Blair licked his lips, probably more from nerves than anything else. Suddenly Jim was riveted. Lately he
was having a devil of a time trying to control his reaction to Blair. It was the little things that were nearly his undoing. Things
like a careless head toss, that fall of dark auburn hair cascading before his eyes like a silken waterfall. Or the tip of his pink
tongue innocently protruding between his teeth as he concentrated particularly hard on a paper he was grading.
"You...uh...got plans for tonight, Chief?"
"Nothing special, Jim. Why?"
Jim shrugged. "No reason. Just wondering."
Blair raised an eyebrow, obviously waiting for further explanation. Shit, how could a man be intimidated by a single quirk of
an eyebrow? Granted, it was attached to his undeniably beautiful partner, but-wait a minute! Did I just call Blair beautiful?
Blair grinned from ear to ear and Jim knew he was in deep trouble. "To my face, man. I had no idea you felt that way."
"Felt what way?" Jim inquired blankly, sure that he had just detoured into the Sandburg Zone.
"You know."
"No, I don't know."
"Yeah, you do."
"I'm telling you I'm clueless here, Chief."
"You're telling me," Blair huffed.




"Give me a good reason to stay, Jim."
"Can't you think of one yourself?"
"Sure I can. But," Blair continued in a tone that was laced with melancholy, "why I want to stay and why you want me to
stay are probably two different things."
"Why do you say that?"
"Oh, come on, Jim. You know, sometimes I think I might as well be talking to the wall. I'd probably get better answers."
"Nice try, Sandburg, but you didn't answer my question either," Jim said triumphantly.
"Guess you win." Blair tossed the magazine aside and stood up. "I'm going to take a shower, then head on to bed."
Jim stared at his partner. "You don't want to stay up and watch the game with me?"
Blair shook his head. Immediately Jim was transported by the sight of his unruly curls bouncing back and forth, the rhythm
somehow hypnotic. He knew he was dangerously close to zoning, but he couldn't look away.
Recognizing an imminent zone-out, Blair touched Jim's cheek with the palm of his hand, his long, sturdy fingers absently
stroking the bare skin there. "Jim? Jim...don't do this, man. It's no big deal. I'm just tired, that's all. I'm not mad at you. I'm
not...anything," Blair's voice, normally firm and quietly confident, faltered, then trailed off.
Coming to with a visible start, Jim's expression suddenly softened as he continued to gaze at the young anthropologist. "Oh,
no, you're definitely something, Chief." Jim's voice was an audible caress to Blair's frayed sensibilities.
"Jim?"
"Go take your shower. Then come back here. I'll help you comb out your hair."
Blair's blue eyes widened. That was an intimate task he reserved for himself and, in the past, an occasional lover. It was also
astonishingly un-Jim-like. "You will?" he asked, seeking confirmation.
"Uh huh. You look like you need to relax, Chief. You let me do all the work for once."
Blair decided not to mention that the idea of Jim working his fingers through his hair was hardly relaxing. In fact, it was, well,
erotic. If Jim thought that stroking and petting him was going to put him to sleep, he was sadly mistaken.
"O-kay."
Blair worried his lower lip, unaware that the restless motion caught Jim's attention. If he had seen the uncontrolled heat that
leapt into Jim's lambent blue eyes, Blair's fear of venturing into uncharted territory alone would have been assuaged.
Blair made it as far as the bathroom door before Jim called out to him. Glancing shyly over his shoulder, Blair had no idea
that he was under renewed romantic scrutiny. The older man affected a casual stance, one hip higher than the other, his jeans
drawn more tightly across his groin. "You never did tell me what the surprise was, Chief."
An unabashed grin pulled at Blair's mouth. "That's why it's called a surprise, Jim."
"So you're not going to tell me?"
"In due time, Jim. In due time."
Jim nodded, apparently unconcerned. But his Black Ops-trained mind, honed by years of experience in stealth and covert
missions, was already miles away. What if I just take a peek inside that magazine while you're in the shower, Blair? Will I be
furious and amazed? Or will I be helplessly hoping and aroused?
All in due time, indeed.
*****
Jim lay back on the couch and closed his eyes, letting his mind roam freely, filling in the blanks as he listened to Blair shower.
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The wet slap of a hand against bare skin, Jim could only guess where, provoked such a wave of longing that he sighed loudly.
All right already, he told the suddenly rambunctious nerve endings in his groin, I admit it, I want Sandburg. Adjusting himself
surreptitiously, though there was no need to, Jim resisted the siren call to fantasize about his partner. If there was any justice
left in the world, he would get to experience the real Blair Sandburg up close and personal in just a few more minutes.
*****
A drop of cold water trickled down Jim's arm, startling him awake. He opened his eyes slowly, only to find that Blair was
leaning over the couch, his wet curls disarmingly tangled around his face. "Jim? That offer still good?"
"Sure, Chief." Okay, when had his voice suddenly grown so husky?
Jim sat up and waited for Blair to come around the couch. To his amazement, Blair didn't move at all. Jim cocked his head
and studied his partner. If he didn't know better, and if he wasn't absolutely sure that he was the Sentinel and Blair was the
Guide, he would think that Blair was zoning.
But that didn't make any sense. He'd have to be intensely focused on something, and frankly, Jim couldn't think of a
Goddamned thing that interesting. Except...
...well, there was him. Jim.
But that would mean that-
Oh, Chief. If this is a dream, and you never really woke me up, don't. Cause I like it here.
Using Blair's state of non-awareness to unfair advantage, Jim turned his face up, as if expecting a kiss. Another droplet fell,
landing just below Jim's right eye. His skin sizzled where it lay, his sense of touch so high, Jim could feel it grow warm,
sending its wet heat out along his nerve endings like so much sleepy fire.
"Blair..." he whispered, his voice a shiver that crept gently into Blair's subconscious.
Blair's eyelids fluttered, then stayed open, his smoky blue eyes impossibly dark now, as his pupils fully dilated. "Jim?" he
asked, as though he didn't quite recognize the man on the couch.
"C'mere," Jim softly entreated.
Like someone spellbound, Blair slowly moved in Jim's direction until he was hovering above Jim's lap. Jim mentally chastised
himself for thinking with his dick and spread his legs, creating a space for Blair to sit, his back to Jim's chest. Pulling the
sodden strands through his fingers, Jim asked, "Did you bring the conditioner?"
Blair visibly started at the sound of Jim's voice so close to his ear. "How do you know that I didn't already do it?"
Jim gathered Blair's thick curls in his hands and pulled them off his neck, exposing one of the most kissable napes he'd ever
seen. "I didn't smell jasmine...and green tea...and chamomile," Jim said, each pause punctuated by a small puff of breath to
Blair's bare skin.
Blair bit his lip to keep from crying out at the sensation. Jim's lips were almost touching him. Oh, please, he prayed, just a
tiny bit closer.
He handed the conditioner and a wide-toothed comb to Jim with trembling hands, hoping that Jim would be too preoccupied
with smell to notice the fine vibrations running through his Guide's body.
Jim poured a quarter-sized dollop of conditioner into his hands and started to rub it into Blair's scalp. If Blair hadn't been
teetering on the edge of coming from the feel of Jim's hands on him, he would have relaxed and fallen asleep. But there was
no way he could do anything but sit up, pay attention, and pray.
The gentle tugging of his hair continued until Jim had worked all of the conditioner into it. With a finesse Blair never would
have attributed to Jim before, Jim deftly separated Blair's curls, taking great care to detangle the mane he secretly coveted.
When he was done, he grieved the loss of all that silky hair flowing through his fingers. By Blair's uncharacteristic silence,
Jim assumed that the younger man had fallen asleep. Much to his surprise, however, Blair was not only awake, but
impatiently twisting his body to face him.
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"That was...amazing, man," Blair said in an awestruck tone he usually reserved for rare anthropological artifacts.
Jim braced his hands on his partner's shoulders, unaware that they then slipped down his arms, seemingly of their own
volition, caressing and gently massaging. "You're amazing, Chief."
"Me? What'd I do, Jim?" Blair asked, sure that Jim would make a wisecrack of some kind, lightening the unspoken tension
between them. That's one thing Jim could be depended on to do, bring things back to normal.
"You know what I want, but you give me what I need," Jim said in a hushed whisper.
Figuring he was damned if he did and damned if he didn't, Blair decided to go to Hell in a fast car. "What do you need from
me now, Jim?" he inquired, his full, sensual lips parting as if they were contemplating which part of Jim to kiss first.
Jim began to smile. "For once, what I want and what I need are the same thing, Chief. And you know what? You're still the
only one who can give it to me."
"What is it, Jim?"
"You."
They moved towards one another with a certain inevitability, their lips meeting for the first time in a kiss that bespoke the
love and affection that had been the hallmark of their relationship from the very beginning.
They were best friends, destined to be lovers, each one in his own way charged with the protection of the other.
They were lovers, destined to be the one who came to stay for a week and stayed and the one who watched over all of Blair's
hair and fingers and toes.
"I love you, Chief."
"I know, Jim."
"You know how insecure I am. Could you whisper the words to me just once like you really mean it?"
Blair smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners, which made Jim want to kiss him all the more. "I love you, Jim," he said quite
plainly, not in a whisper at all.
He really meant it.
*****
"By the way, Blair," Jim murmured against his lover's cheek. "What was in that magazine that made you laugh? You never
did tell me the surprise."
"Someone played a practical joke on me, Jim. I thought it was you."
"Me? No." Jim shook his head. "I don't have the reflexes anymore for all that gameplaying, Chief."
"Someone cut out the head on this big, buff guy and replaced it with a pic of you."
"Oh?" Jim frowned. "How come that made you laugh, Chief? What was this godlike being doing exactly?"
Blair whispered something in Jim's ear and Jim started to chuckle. "Well, now, it's been a while, but I do take requests."
End
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“Sandburg? Are you coming to this party? You’d better get a move on if you want to catch a ride with me. I’m leaving in
twenty minutes.”
Jim’s voice floated down from the bedroom upstairs and Blair groaned softly and bent his head to the test papers on the
dining table in front of him.
“Sandburg?” The voice was suddenly closer and Blair looked up in surprise to see Jim walking down the stairs, buttoning his
shirt.
Blair pushed his chair back slightly from the table and fiddled with the pen in his hand. “I don’t think I’ve got time, Jim.”
“What do you mean? Conner gave us the invitation two weeks ago. You told her then that you’d be there.”
“That was before,” Blair countered.
“Before what?” Jim stood in front of him now, hands on hips.
Blair indicated the stack of books on the table. “ Before I knew I’d have this test to finish marking.”
“Conner will be disappointed.”
“Nah. She won’t even notice I’m not there,” Blair said, turning back to the aforementioned books.
“I think you’re selling yourself short, Chief,” Jim answered. “You’re considered a part of the Major Crimes team now. Of
course, she’ll notice if you’re not there.”
Blair finally looked up at his partner. “Then tell her I’m really sorry, all right?” He tried to pose the next question casually,
idly folding the corner of the topmost paper on the stack. “Is Joe going?”
Jim nodded as he picked up his keys. “Yeah, I’m meeting him there. I told him I was giving you a ride seeing your car’s in the
shop.”
“Thanks for the offer,” Blair answered, beginning to feel guilty. “I’m sorry if I screwed up your date.”
“It wasn’t a date, Sandburg. Joe and I are just friends,” Jim corrected as he lifted his leather jacket from the hook by the
door.
“Good friends,” Blair said quietly, going back to his books.
“Good friends.” Jim conceded the point. “But just friends, all the same.” He waited a moment, watching the other man work.
“Look, you sure you don’t want to come. We can leave early.”
Blair looked up, a warm smile gracing his handsome features. “Thanks for the offer, Jim but no thanks. You go, have a good
time. Oh, wait a minute.” He pushed back from the table and hurried to his bedroom, emerging a few minutes with a small
gaily-wrapped box. “Here, could you give this to Megan for me? Wish her a Happy Birthday?”
Jim accepted the package with a nod. “Well, if you’re sure…”
“I’m sure,” Blair answered. He walked back to his marking, looking up briefly as he heard the front door click shut softly.
Throwing his pen down angrily, he scrubbed a hand through his curls. “Shit!” he said, with feeling.
Ten minutes passed before he made up his mind. Acting quickly on his impulse before he could back out of it, Blair stood up
and strode to the front door, snagging his jacket from the hook on the way. Just as he turned the doorknob, the door was
pushed open from the other side and Blair hit the floor hard, landing in an ungraceful heap. He looked up balefully, a
muttered curse ready on his lips and saw…
“Jim?”
“Sandburg? Shit, are you okay?”
A large hand was lowered to help him and Blair accepted it, hauling himself up and dusting off his butt, rubbing at his hip
where he’d hit hardest. He waved off Jim’s hovering concern with a wave of his hand. “I’m okay.”
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“Where are you going?”
“What?”
Jim indicated his jacket and Blair flushed hotly. “Oh. I…” He briefly considered obfuscating then set his jaw and spoke the
truth. “I didn’t want you going to the party with Joe, instead of me,” he admitted, looking down at the floor.
There was a long silence and he waited for an angry retort but when he finally found the courage to look up, Jim was just
smiling at him gently.
“Oh,” Jim answered.
“Did you forget something?” Blair asked.
“What?”
Blair indicated the door. “Oh,” Jim said, looking nonplussed. “I, um, I didn’t want to go to the party, if you weren’t going to
be there.”
“Really?” Blair asked, stepping closer to Jim.
Jim reached behind him and pushed the front door firmly shut. “Really. We can phone Megan. Tell her something came up.”
“Later,” Blair whispered, turning his face up to meet Jim’s.
“Much later,” Jim agreed, his mouth finally brushing Blair’s sweet lips.
FIN
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How many times in the past four and half years… almost five now… had they come so close to this? Jim studied Blair's lips
with such intensity that Blair shivered. He wanted Jim, loved Jim, worshipped, adored… the whole nine yards… Jim was the
center of his universe. He was just a helpless satellite. He knew Jim cared about him, too. He was pretty sure Jim loved him,
though from time to time, it was hard to tell. He had a pretty good idea that Jim wanted him, too. Who could miss those
occasional looks? Like now.
"Blair." Jim groaned, shaking his head, pulling back.
"What?" The word came out hoarsely, half choked.
"Get away from me." Jim turned his back on Blair, rolling his shoulders, shaking out his hands.
"I wasn't the one doing the stalking, man!" Blair found his voice and shouted. "All I did was come out from taking a damn
shower!"
"Yeah, well…" Jim grumbled, moving to stand in front of the windows. Feet planted, arms crossed over chest. The stalwart
sentinel, watching his city, hiding. "Don't do that again."
"Fine!" Furious, Blair slammed his tea mug into the sink. "I won't shower here again! Maybe it's time for me to move out -
permanently!" He stomped to his bedroom, throwing open the door and slamming it shut. Only it didn't slam. He whirled
around to see what had stopped it and found himself face to face with Sentinel. A large, angry, horny Sentinel.
"You aren't leaving me." Jim growled, moving forward. He moved like the panther, all sinewy grace and silent, raw power.
"Ever."
"Yeah, well…" Blair swallowed nervously, backing up against his desk. "What am I-"
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"Shut up, Blair." Jim slid his fingers into Blair's hair, taking a firm grip of that beloved, irritating head. "I've fought this, tried
to save you from it, but I can't. I need you, Blair. I love you."
"Save me?" He squeaked as he watched Jim lick his lips and lower his head. Then those lips were on his mouth. Fire exploded
into his veins. He could swear he could see firecrackers going off behind his eyelids. Whoa. Finally being kissed by Jim. Yes!
The end.
Tell Mereridkat how you liked it!
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Blair sighed with contentment as he lay back on the blanket and let the sounds of summer wash over him. There was
something about the Fourth of July that he loved. He didn't know if it was the patriotism or the fact that it signaled the first
day of summer to him. He sighed again and decided that it really didn't matter. All that mattered was that he was comfortably
full of Fourth of July-type food and he was with his closest friends. Blair closed his eyes and began to doze, half-listening to
the bits of conversation going on around him.
"I'm telling you, they've already done it! We just have to find out when, somehow." That was Megan, with her usual
forthright manner.
"They are SO not doing it. At least, not yet. And I still say, when they do, we'll be able to tell." This from Rafe, who just
loved to argue. Blair idly wondered who they were talking about.
"Keep it down, willya! SOMEONE might overhear you. And just how are we supposed to know when they've done it, oh
psychic one? Will they have neon signs flashing over their heads?" Blair snorted at Megan's wit and then his curiosity began
to get the better of him. He opened his eyes and sat up.
"Who you talking about, guys?"
Both Rafe and Megan jumped and spun around, then began babbling incomprehensibly. Finally, Blair held up his hands in
surrender.
"One at a time, okay? Megan, you first."
He watched as Megan looked at Rafe before speaking. Rafe nodded in return. "Well, Sandy, we were just talking about some
mutual friends. You don't know them. So, we'll just leave you to your nap, and get lost, shall we?" With that, Megan grabbed
Rafe by the elbow and dragged him away.
Blair returned to his former position on the blanket. That was bizarre. But it was too nice a day to worry about the strange
proclivities of his friends. Blair closed his eyes again.
"I'm telling you, H, I've got the inside track on this thing. That pool is mine!" Hmmm, he didn't know Simon was thinking of
putting in a pool. That would be nice. Blair became so lost in daydreams of sunning himself and having pool parties, that he
missed most of H's reply.
"...done it yet? I think that they have, and I'm going to get the proof. So, don't count your chickens before they've hatched,
Captain. I'm confident that I've won that pool."
Huh? What in the world are they talking about? Blair sat up and cleared his throat. H and Simon jumped and spun around.
"Jeeze, Hairboy! Where did you come from?" H yelled.
"Well, the jury is still out on that one, H. But what I want to know is, what are you two talking about?"
H sent a panicked look Simon's way. Simon shrugged and then turned to Blair.
"Well, Sandburg, we were just talking about some mutual friends. You don't know them. So, we'll just leave you to your nap
and get lost, shall we?" With that, Simon grabbed H by the elbow and dragged him off.
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Blair stared after them and then pinched himself hard. Nope, still awake. And what was even curiouser was the fact that now
all four of the Major Crimes gang was in a huddle on the other side of the picnic area. Time to call in the big guns.
Blair got up, and strolled over to where Jim was tossing a football with Darryl. As he approached, something in his expression
must have alerted Jim, because Jim threw the football back at Darryl and with a quick 'later', met Blair halfway.
"What's up, Chief?"
"That's what I'm hoping you can tell me. I've been lying on the blanket, minding my own business and accidentally
overhearing the strangest conversations. I'm about ready to go looking for the pods, man!"
Jim laughed. Blair lost track of what he was going to say as he drank in the sight of Jim throwing back his head and exposing
that fine neck of his. God, he was a tall drink of water.
"Chief? Um, Blair?"
"What? Oh, sorry," Blair mentally shook himself. "Mind wander off there for a minute. Anyway, those four," Blair gestured
to the huddle, "are up to something. They're talking about pools - and I don't mean swimming - and have they done it or not,
and when I ask who they are talking about, I get jack squat."
"Take a breath, Blair! So, I take it you want me to 'overhear' what's being said."
Blair nodded.
"Well, Curious George, look no further. I know what's going on, but before I tell you, we need to talk. Let's walk."
Blair followed as Jim led them to a more secluded area of the park. Once there, Jim turned and surprised Blair by taking hold
of his hands.
"Truth time, now, Blair. We've been dancing around each other for months, and while it's been fun, maybe it's time to stop.
Maybe it's time for me to tell you that I love you. And I have for a long time."
Blair opened his mouth, and then closed it. For the life of him, he didn't know what to say. Flirting was one thing, but a
declaration of love was quite another. Oh, what the hell, it was the Fourth of July.
"I love you too, Jim." Blair expected the next move to be taken into Jim's arms and was very disappointed when Jim
continued to stand there.
"Jim, shouldn't we be hugging or at the very least shaking hands, or something?"
Jim chuckled. "I do love your sense of humour. Do you think you can keep it while I tell you what those yahoos are talking
about?"
Blair grinned back. "I should hope I could take a joke as well as the next person."
"Good. Because they were talking about us."
"WHAT!?!"
"There is a pool going in Major Crimes as to when we first kissed. I know," Jim held up a hand, forestalling what Blair had to
say, "they should spend more time on crime and less time on our personal lives, but what can I say. We're a hot topic of
conversation."
"And you never saw fit to mention this to me?"
Jim blushed. "I kind of had an ulterior motive. I knew we had never kissed, but I also knew that eventually, we were going to.
So, if you don't mind going along with me, maybe we can get even."
"I'm down with that! Lead on, my Sentinel!"
Jim led the way back, never letting go of Blair's hand. Blair decided he liked having a hand to hold on to. Once they reached
the picnic area, Jim let go and Blair felt a sudden sense of loss. Jim took Blair's hand again and squeezed it gently before
releasing it, letting Blair know without words that Jim felt the same thing.
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Jim clapped his hands together sharply and whistled. "Can I have everyone's attention please! I have an announcement!"
The gang from Major Crimes raised their heads from the huddle and nudged each other. Then they broke formation and
walked over to where Jim was standing. Jim continued when he saw that he had their attention.
"I have the answer to your burning question, since you all are dying to know it. The answer is - Now."
Jim turned and placed his hands on either side of Blair's face, tilting it up slightly. Blair's lips parted and then Jim leaned
forward to ghost a kiss across those lips. Blair moaned and Jim deepened the kiss, dueling with Blair's tongue and nibbling on
Blair's lower lip. It was the kiss Blair had always imagined it would be, and he never wanted it to end. When Jim started to
pull back, Blair followed him, refusing to relinquish Jim's lips. This time Blair explored Jim, stroking the inside of his mouth
and caressing his tongue. It was perfection.
Finally, the catcalls drew them apart. Jim threw an arm around Blair's shoulders and then turned them to face the crowd.
Simon spoke first.
"So, who had today?"
Blair watched as Rafe scrambled to find the piece of paper in his wallet. Once he found it, he handed it and the cash over to
Simon.
"Let's see... July Fourth. Ah, here it is. JJE... JJE?!"
Jim plucked the money neatly from Simon's nerveless fingers.
"I'll take that. And thank you all very much."
Blair had to bite his lip to keep from laughing at the huge shit-eating grin Jim was sporting. This had to be the best Fourth of
July he had ever spent. The looks on everyone’s' faces was more than worth the price of admission.
"What say we go home, Blair, and make our own fireworks?"
Blair couldn't help it - he burst out laughing and hugged the man he loved.
The End
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It was a violation of trust and friendship ... another violation in a long line of them. How many more could I take from him?
How many apologies for indiscretions? How many more times would I allow him to get by on the excuse of immaturity? I
didn't want him to be like me. Really, I didn't. But I did want him to be a little more ... what? Repressed? Insecure? No,
responsible. That's all I wanted. I wanted Blair to be more responsible.
But, no. Naomi raised her boy to be a free spirit ... more of a hedonist than a hippie ... a 'go after anything in a skirt and damn
the consequences' kind of guy. Oh yeah ... he'd finally settled down ... some. Had a steady job, a decent home ... mine ... and
a wardrobe that included more than flannel. But the little hippie boy that loved to run with the wind was always there
underneath it all ... waiting to break free.
It had been four months since Sandburg had gotten his shield ... six since the dissertation had been flushed away in the name
of friendship. During that two-month gap, he'd breezed through the Academy, scoring passable marks on firearms training
and acing everything else. In the usual Sandburg style, he'd charmed his worst critics and become the cop that not one of
them had ever thought he could be.
We'd gotten back to the easy friendship that had suddenly gone sour with the arrival of Alex Barnes and hit breaking point
thanks to Sid Graham and his dreams of greatness. We were even making progress towards building something a little more
than friendship, if I was reading the signals right. And I was pretty sure I was. Neither of us was dating anymore, Sandburg
was throwing off pheromones like crazy and we'd settled into a comfortable routine.
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My last attempt at a relationship had ended abruptly when Judy Summerson, the nurse I'd been seeing for a couple of months,
told me we were through. Judy was a tall, voluptuous blond with hazel eyes, breasts that made men drool and thighs that
could crack walnuts. She was a surgical nurse, so there were the usual scheduling difficulties, but by and large, I'd thought
things were going okay.
Then one dreary Thursday afternoon, she broke it off. We'd met for lunch at Donatello's since she was working nights for a
while. She sat across from me in a filmy green blouse and a short, short skirt and told me that it wasn't working out. She said I
seemed distracted and she didn't see our relationship going anywhere.
My reaction probably wasn't the most well thought out. I laughed. I guess I'd realized by that time who I'd been distracted by
and it sure wasn't her. That pissed Judy off. Can't say I blamed her, but I still don't think that gave her cause to throw that
drink in my face. She left the restaurant in a huff, mumbling about assholes that needed to come out of the closet and other
such endearments.
I think I'd already come to that realization by myself and just hadn't had the nerve to act on it. I knew Blair was traveling
along the same path too. He'd broken up with Misty Something-Or-Other a month before and was now spending large
amounts of time exercising his own right hand. I could hear him at night ... trying so hard to be quiet as he jacked himself off.
Then we started really flirting with each other. Sandburg and I had always flirted ... I just don't think we realized that was
what we were doing until recently. I'd heard all the snotty little comments about how much I touched him and how he looked
at me when he didn't think I was looking. At first, I'd been offended. Then I was amused. Then I realized that maybe those
people knew us better than we'd known ourselves.
We were still in that beginning phase though. We hadn't done anything physical yet, but I just knew it was coming. There
were times that it took every ounce of strength I had to not turn the friendly pat into a caress ... to pull Blair close and kiss
that beautiful mouth of his. But I could tell he was still skittish about the whole male/male thing. He'd cracked a couple of
lame jokes about what people must think of us ... two grown men living together like we do ... that sort of thing, but I could
tell his heart wasn't in it. I guess it just didn't come as naturally to him to check out my ass as looking at his did to me.
Joel constantly teased us about being an old married couple and H had even called me Mrs. Sandburg when he didn't think I
was listening. For some reason, instead of pissing me off, that had just made me smile. I liked the idea of being permanently
attached to Sandburg. And there was no doubt in my mind who was the dominant one in our relationship. Oddly, that didn't
bother me one bit. I was so comfortable following Sandburg's instructions that it was easier to just go with it and not fight the
inevitable.
I was kind of a lost puppy that week he went to the forensics conference in Portland. Simon had chosen Blair because ... let's
face it ... everybody knew he was the smartest guy in the department. He was the only one that stood a chance of not only
staying awake through it, but actually getting something out of it. You couldn't have gotten me there with a bribe of Jags
seasons tickets for the rest of my life. Sandburg, on the other hand, couldn't wait to go.
When he got back home, he was bubbling with enthusiasm about all the new techniques he'd learned and how I could still
beat them all, what with me being so damned special and all. Of course, the lectures had inspired him to think up about a
thousand new tests for me, which I gladly did just because he wanted me to. I'd missed him so damned much that week he'd
been gone that I would've done anything he'd asked. He'd called almost every day while he was gone, but nothing could make
up for having him back at my side.
The night he got back to Cascade, I fixed him his favorite meal and bought a nice bottle of wine to have with it. I was
tempted to put candles and flowers on the table, but I didn't want to scare him off completely, so I settled for some Celtic
music on the stereo and good food to create the mood. He wolfed down the chicken stew like he hadn't eaten in a week,
pausing only to take a drink of wine or to start yet another story about what he'd learned.
I could have drowned in his eyes that night. They sparkled like brilliant sapphires in the dim light of the loft. He was so
animated ... so bubbly ... so young. He should have been out celebrating with some leggy TA and not sitting at home with me.
He should have made me feel old and tired, but instead, he invigorated me. And fuck, his mouth was like Viagra. One look at
those perfect lips and I was ready to go all night.
Then he said something that took the wind out of my sails real fast.
"Hey, did I tell you that Carolyn was there?"
I didn't hear much of what he said after that. Just the name of my ex-wife was enough to throw me into a tailspin. Sudden
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thoughts of my long list of inadequacies sprang to mind and I was immediately unsure of everything I'd known to be true a
moment before. How could I think that I could maintain a relationship with this gorgeous young man? I'd been a failure at
marriage and every other relationship I'd attempted. Shit, even my mother had left me. Surely Sandburg would follow in their
footsteps.
Sandburg. Fuck. Carolyn had hated Blair. She'd sniped at him from the moment he'd joined on as my unofficial partner. Her
caustic remarks were legendary in the department and for a while, they were focused entirely on Blair. Everything bad that
happened in the few months they were both working at the PD could be traced back to Sandburg, according to Carolyn.
Maybe she'd sensed my attraction to him even back then and it was nothing more than jealousy, but somehow I doubted it.
If Blair noticed my change in mood, he didn't remark on it. Instead, he switched subjects and soon had me laughing at his
impression of Ed Stroble, an FBI profiler that started his career at Cascade PD. Apparently Ed still had the habit of
punctuating every sentence with at least three "uhs". It doesn't sound that awful, but trust me, after sitting through a two hour
meeting with him as the primary speaker, you'd be ready to kill him too.
The next morning we fell back into our normal routine. It was Saturday and both of us were off, so Sandburg worked on his
car while I did laundry. We went to the grocery store, then caught a movie at the cineplex on Federal. I was sorely tempted to
put my arm around him during the movie and maybe initiate a little make-out session, but I was still spooked from hearing
about Carolyn.
At one point, I raised my arm to drape it over the back of his chair and instead of Bruce Willis barking out orders, I heard her
spit, "I can get more attention from my toaster!" I nearly dislocated my shoulder jerking my arm back to where it belonged.
On Monday, Simon assigned us to investigate the murder of a loan shark named Louis Tiffany. We were paired up with Chris
Milbrandt and Tony Madala from Vice, who had been investigating Tiffany for his methods of extracting payments from his
clients for the last few months. It took us all week to figure out that it was one such client, a damaged little waif named Carol
Hughes, that had finally had enough and beaten the crap out of Tiffany with a tire iron. Sandburg had coaxed a teary
confession out of her after we'd found out that Tiffany had raped her repeatedly when she'd failed to repay a $200 loan.
That Friday, I went out to celebrate with Chris and Tony, but Blair begged off with a headache. He'd been working at
catching a cold and just wanted to go home and sleep. I was disappointed, but couldn't blame him. He looked like death
warmed over ... all pasty and achy. Besides, I'd always kind of had a thing for Chris, so I didn't mind knocking back a few
with her ... even if her partner was right there playing chaperone.
Chris is a tall, athletic woman with wavy red hair and huge blue eyes. She runs in marathons and has thighs that make me
hard just thinking about them. She also has a reputation as a bit of a maneater and has dated half the single men in the
department. She's kind of the female equivalent of Sandburg, I guess.
Chris was being really flirty that night, touching me a lot and hanging on my every word, and I was eating it up. After three
beers, I thought I'd do probably anything she suggested. Then she invited me to a three-way with her and her partner and I
sobered up real fast. My mind was not working right and for some reason, I couldn't just tell her no and drop it at that. No, I
had to apologize over and over for my inhibitions. I ended up sounding like the biggest prude this side of the Mississippi.
Chris just shrugged it off and said, "no problem." I took off for home right away.
When I got to 852 Prospect, I could see that there was still mail in the box. Sandburg must have forgotten to pick it up on his
way in. I opened it up expecting the usual bills, but lying right on top was a letter from Carolyn. I recognized her neat
handwriting and the faint scent of lavender immediately. I was ready to tear it open when I saw that it was addressed to
Sandburg. What the hell was she writing to him for? I felt the envelope and could tell that there was at least one photograph
... a Polaroid by the feel of it ... inside a note card.
Well, to say I was curious was a gigantic understatement. I couldn't wait to get up and hear Sandburg's explanation for this.
As I waited for the elevator, I tried to think up possible scenarios for her sending him a picture. Maybe it was an old one of
me that she thought he might like. I don't remember us using a Polaroid ever, but it could have happened. Maybe it was a
picture of a San Francisco landmark that he was interested in. Hell, it could have been a picture of a particularly unusual
corpse, knowing the two of them.
Sandburg was still feeling crappy when I got home. He was all bundled up in a tight cocoon on the couch, wrapped in what
looked like the fleece blanket from his room and the Navajo blanket from the back of the sofa. He was watching something
about the Crusades on The History Channel and sipping from a cup of herbal tea. I patted him on the head as I walked by,
then dropped the letter in the general vicinity of his lap. He didn't seem very surprised by it or interested in it, but he drew it
under the blankets and out of my sight pretty quickly.
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"So what's the deal?" I asked as casually as I could as I headed into the kitchen. "You and Carolyn comparing notes on me
now?"
I kind of gave it a little laugh, then deliberately turned my back and reached in the fridge for a bottle of water, hoping that
he'd take the bait. He didn't. What he did was start coughing, but I was pretty sure he was faking it. He didn't sound
congested. He just sounded nervous.
"Hey, I'm gonna make it an early night," he mumbled as he gathered up his blankets and shuffled into his room.
"Night," I called after him.
I listened as he opened the letter, heard the picture fall out onto the bed, noticed his heart pound like a jackhammer in his
chest. What the shit had she sent him? I gripped the arm of the sofa, fighting down the urge to charge in and demand an
explanation. I sat rigid on the couch, straining to hear any further signs of distress. His heart rate slowed down and I then I
heard a stifled giggle. Now I was really pissed off.
Blair had a right to privacy, I tried to convince myself. I had no right to bust in and demand an explanation. Besides, it
couldn't have been too bad if he'd laughed. She couldn't hurt him here, I assured myself further. Next time I talked to her
though, I knew I'd be giving her a piece of my mind. She had no right to carry her grudge against me over to the one person
that had only shown her kindness and had always tried to give her the benefit of the doubt.
Minutes ticked by and I heard Blair crawl into bed and then quickly nod off. The urge to sneak in and watch him sleep was
almost overwhelming. I'd been there before and knew the pleasure of watching his beautifully animated face relax into
slumber. I'd knelt by his bed more than once and inhaled his sweet breath, bringing myself so close, but never touching his
luscious lips. But not that night. I was too close to the edge to trust myself in his room.
Instead, I locked up and headed to my own bed, intent on distracting myself with my own hand. Sandburg had found this
great lotion for me that had an aloe base and only the lightest scent of mint. I'd carried it upstairs ostensibly to use on my
chafed elbows, but had quickly found other uses for it. Now it was my favorite aid to jacking off ... aside from thinking about
Sandburg giving me a blow job. Consequently, the bottle had a permanent place on my bedside table.
I laid on top of the comforter and switched off the light. Sliding my boxers over my hips, I let them rest around my knees. I
liked the feeling of being partially dressed when I jacked off ... it was more exciting ... dirtier that way. I poured out a
sufficient amount of the lotion then fell back on the bed to begin my evening's entertainment. I shut my eyes and Blair's face
with his mouth forming a perfect O appeared. It was all I really needed.
With one hand ... the clean one ... I twisted and pinched my nipples. With the other, I glided up and down my dick in quick,
harsh strokes. In my mind's eye, Blair was on his knees with one hand resting on each of my thighs. His hair was a tangle of
curls that gently grazed my fevered skin as he moved up and down, up and down. My own hand mimicked what my
imagination saw ... my index finger a nimble tongue touching and pressing all my hot spots. My fist closed over the leaking
head and then pumped down then up rapidly to imitate the suction I so desperately craved.
It never took long ... too many years of practice I guess ... and then I was coming. In a perfect world, I'm a screamer. In the
wilderness ... or the right motel ... I let loose and bellow like a love-sick moose. In my bed, hiding my own base functions
from the object of my affection, I simply bit my lip and uttered a soft moan of despair. And then ropes of come were
streaking across my stomach until I'd squeezed out the last of the translucent liquid.
In the dim moonlight, I grabbed a couple of tissues and wiped myself off, then tugged my boxers back up over my hips. If I
wasn't a 40 year old ex-Army Ranger, I would have laid there and cried. Instead, I turned on the light by my bed and picked
up the novel I'd been reading for the last three nights.
Sandburg was apparently much better the next morning. He wasn't up at 8:30 when I left for the gym, but he was long gone
when I got home. There was a note on the table saying that he was going to his friend Jess' house to help him paint. He'd
probably be home for dinner. It was his turn to cook.
Jess was one of the few friends of Blair's that had stuck with him through the dissertation mess. He was a tall, lanky redhead
with bright green eyes and short straight hair that he wore in a modified Mohawk. I liked Jess a lot. He was every bit as smart
as Blair and just as nice. He worked in the university library, which is where I guess they'd gotten to know each other.
When he'd called the first time after Sandburg's press conference, he told Blair that he knew there must have been a good
reason for what he'd done. He never mentioned my Sentinel abilities, which he'd probably noticed from day one, but instead
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gave Blair a pep talk that would have rivaled Richard Simmons' in its enthusiasm.
Jess lived on the other side of Cascade in a restored Victorian. He was always working on his house that he affectionately
referred to as "The Money Pit". Blair had always remarked about how beautiful Jess' house was and how someday he wanted
to live someplace like that. I tried not to let it bother me, but the thought of him moving from the loft tore at my guts.
With Sandburg gone for the afternoon, I was free to pursue any of my favorite hobbies. Problem was, I didn't have any that
didn't involve Blair. That left me time to think ... always a dangerous thing. Try as I might, my rebellious mind kept coming
back to the letter and picture from Carolyn. I'd mop the kitchen floor, then sit and think about the letter. I'd put in a load of
laundry and think about it some more.
What could she have wanted? Carolyn always wanted something ... my body, my status, my feelings. But what could she
want from Blair? It probably had to do with something she was trying to wheedle out of him about me. She'd make him
miserable until he complied. I knew too well how she worked.
It was going on 4:00 when I couldn't stand it any longer and went into Blair's room. He'd tossed the envelope onto his desk. I
could still smell the lavender amidst the usual Blair smells of old socks and book dust and seaweed tablets. The note card with
a copy of a Monet painting on it was under the envelope and the picture under that. I scooted the envelope aside with my
fingernail ... like Sandburg might be dusting for fingerprints later ... then moved the card aside in the same manner.
What I saw in the picture made me forget all about being careful. I picked it up and glared at the image, stunned beyond
belief at what I saw. There, sprawled on the floor with her legs wide open, sat a very naked Carolyn Plummer. The whorish
pose was unlike anything I'd ever seen from my ex-wife, but there was no mistaking who it was. There was no doubt that the
photo was meant to be provocative. Carolyn had posed with the index finger of one hand in her mouth. Her other hand was
busy plucking at a pink nipple. My vision then focused in on her pussy and I saw the reddened tip of her clitoris peaking out
between shaved lips.
I stared at the photo, unable to comprehend why Carolyn would send such a thing to Sandburg. In all the time we'd been
together she'd never seemed inclined to such a thing ... ever. Once, I'd suggested sex in one of the empty interrogation rooms
and she'd slapped my face. And that was after we were married!
I snatched up the card. She'd better have a damned good reason for this or I was on the first plane to San Francisco to find
out for myself. And then I read the card and damned if she didn't have a good explanation.
Hey Blair,
Thanks for the great time in Portland. I still get wet just thinking about
how you ate my pussy in the bathroom of the hospitality suite. Such a
naughty boy!
I thought you might enjoy a little reminder of what you're missing. Can't
wait to see you again.
Yours,
Carolyn
I thought I was going to be sick. I dropped down onto Sandburg's bed and let the card fall from my fingers.
Blair and Carolyn? I'd never, ever even considered that a possibility. I knew that Blair had screwed his way through most of
the female population of the Cascade P.D., but Carolyn? That was different. Carolyn hated Blair. Carolyn was my ex-wife.
Carolyn had been mine.
Unbidden thoughts of my one night stand with Emily Carson sprang to mind, but I pushed them away in anger. That had been
different. Jack and Emily hadn't been married. And Jack hadn't been in love with me. How could they have done this horrible
thing?
So consumed with rage and revulsion, I never noticed the front door open and Blair come in.
"Jim?"




My first thought was that he was back early. Why the hell was he back early? Then something in my brain switched gears and
I was suddenly mobile. I leapt to my feet and across the few feet that separated us in a heartbeat. Shoving Sandburg against
the wall, I braced one arm under his chin and pressed my torso against his. There was no way he was moving from this spot
unless I let him.
"What the hell were you thinking, Sandburg?" I growled. "There weren't enough women in the world for you to fuck that
hadn't been married to me so you just thought you'd have Carolyn too? Or was this some sick kind of revenge for me
screwing up your life?"
Blair looked confused as he tried to lay his hands on me in a calming gesture. I swatted them away without breaking my hold.
"Screwing up my life? What are you talking about Jim?"
At least he didn't try to deny that he'd fucked my ex-wife. I gave him credit for that.
"I know you didn't wanna be a cop. Little hippie boy like you? Shit, it figures you'd find some way to screw the pigs. I just
didn't think you'd take it so literally."
If I hadn't been so furious, I'd have leaned in that extra few inches and kissed Blair right then. He looked so beautiful in his
bewilderment ... eyes wide and sparkling, mouth opened slightly, just ready for the next thought to be verbalized, hair flying
loosely around his face. But I was on a roll, so I just kept yelling.
"Or maybe it's just your deep-seated desire to learn everything there is to know about Sentinels. I knew you were curious
about what it felt like in bed, but Christ, did you have screw Carolyn to find out? What's next, Sandburg? You going to hunt
down my long-lost mother and fuck her too?"
And then I saw it happen. I could tell just by watching the moment realization hit those sapphire eyes. A glimmer of an idea
had sparked that remarkable brain of his and he sneered back at me, "Who you jealous of, Jim? Carolyn or me?"
I was so unprepared for Sandburg's response, that when he said it, I just dropped away and fell back on the bed. He pressed
his advantage and leaned down right into my face.
"You think you're so cool, don't you? The great covert ops agent! There's nothing covert about you, Jim. You think I haven't
noticed you watching me? Noticed the boners you get when I wiggle my ass your way? Heard you whimper my name when
you come? Sound carries really well in the loft, Jim. You've got no secrets from me and now I guess I've got none from you.
Makes us even. And for your information, Carolyn came on to me. Yeah, I screwed her. Hey, I'm not made of stone. But I
sure didn't go looking for it."
He stepped back and stopped to compose himself. I wished he hadn't. I wished he stayed enraged. I could have dealt with
that. Instead, he took a deep breath, then with an even tone said, "One more thing, Jim. I love being a cop and I love being
your partner. I think I'm good at it and with a little time, I'll probably match your conviction rate. But I can't live like this
anymore ... with your anger and guilt and rage. You're never going to trust me and I'm going to just keep screwing up. So I
think it's time we called it quits. Now, I'm going back to Jess's. I'll be putting in for a transfer in the morning and be out of the
loft by Monday."
I stared up at him, unable to put the words that I needed to say together into a coherent sentence. I wanted to jump up and
tell him that I was wrong ... that what happened with Carolyn didn't matter ... that nothing mattered except him staying with
me. But nothing came out. I just sat there like a big dummy as Blair shook his head sadly, then walked out of my life.
I'm not a man that just sits and lets life slide by. I've always been a take-charge kind of guy. It probably started with Stevie.
Mom and Dad couldn't be bothered, so I was the one to watch over him. I made sure he did his homework and went to all his
baseball games and I talked to him about sex for the first time. I consoled him when he was sad and beat up the bullies that
hurt him.
In the army, I advanced quickly and became a leader of men in the truest sense of the word. My failures there are a matter of
record, but I never passed the buck or the blame. Those men that died in Peru were my men ... my responsibility. I should
have been able to prevent their deaths. I should have been able to do something. That's a big part of who I am. So why I sat
there and let Sandburg walk away, I have no idea.
Inside I was screaming "Wait! Stay! I love you!" Outside I sat like a bump on a log and did nothing. Nothing except flinch
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when the front door slammed shut behind him. Nothing, that is, except fall back onto Sandburg's bed and roll myself into a
fetal position. Nothing except lay there and feel cold and empty and alone.
I tried to convince myself that this was for the best ... that I was used to being alone ... that I didn't need Sandburg like I
needed the very air that I breathed. It didn't work. I was just one big ball of hurt. Nothing but self-pity penetrated my
consciousness. The pain was all-consuming.
I must have eventually fallen asleep in that position. Even in my dreams, Blair haunted me. Gone were the indigo visions of
my naked roommate that I'd had ever since Alex Barnes came to Cascade. That night I kept trying to reach a very alive and
very pissed off Sandburg. I would reach through a billow of smoke and he'd be gone. Over and over I tried to grab his arm ...
touch him in some way ... but each time he eluded my grasp.
I woke up to the sound of the front door reopening and Blair coming home. He was carrying something, I could tell by the
sound of his steps. I cracked an eye open as he walked into his room and saw that he was laden with a stack of broken down
cardboard boxes. He stopped when he got to the door of his room. The look on his face was unreadable. I imagined what was
behind was horror, disgust, pity.
"Jim, what the hell are you doing?" he asked softly. His words didn't betray any emotions he was feeling.
I didn't respond. Hell, I didn't move. He must have thought I'd zoned because almost instantly he dropped the boxes and
rushed to my side. I let my eyes drift shut as he placed a cool hand on my cheek ... a gentle caress of comfort.
"Jim, come on man! Don't do this to me."
He suddenly sounded so panicked. Maybe he didn't hate me completely. I had to respond. I couldn't let him worry
unnecessarily, but when I opened my mouth, it was so dry that all that came out was a croak.
"Blair," I finally managed to get out. "I'm sorry."
Sandburg had sat down on the side of the bed and had continued to stroke my face while I struggled to communicate. When I
finally spit out the apology, he stopped for a second, then started up again. His face was still expressionless, but his touch was
so very tender.
I knew I should make some brave declaration of love ... to beg his forgiveness ... to at least act like a man. Instead, I begged.
"Don't leave me, please?"
"Why Jim? Why do you want me to stay?"
Blair continued to gentle me like a wild animal, all timid touches and soft tones of voice. I responded accordingly. I was
always the instrument that he could work any way he wanted.
"Because you're my partner."
He switched positions a bit and began to use the backs of his fingers to graze across my cheek. If the first gesture was meant
calm, this surely meant something different. I could feel the effects right down to my groin. I looked up into his eyes and saw
that my answer had not been enough.
"And?" he questioned softly.
"And ... you're my friend."




Instead of being happy at my revelation, Blair looked devastated. His face seemed to crumple in sadness and I could see the
wetness of unshed tears brighten his eyelashes.
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"Oh god, Jim. I'm so sorry. Can you ever forgive me? I just keep screwing up. I know I shouldn't have slept with Carolyn. She
was just so ... insistent and I was so lonely and I know it was wrong. Please say you forgive me."
Framing his face with my hands, I looked into his sparkling eyes and saw the remorse and pain that I'd inflicted with my
jealousy.
"I forgive you, baby. I'll always forgive you. I love you. But can you forgive me for being such a jerk?"
Blair's smiles are amongst the most beautiful things in the world. They seem to shine from deep inside his soul and illuminate
everything around him. I live for those smiles. My little speech earned me a real floodlight.
"Of course I can. I love you," he whispered as he leaned down and brushed his lips against mine.
I wanted to make promises that I'd never be jealous again ... that no one and nothing would ever come between us again, but
my mouth wouldn't cooperate. So instead I grabbed onto his arms and pulled him on top of me, then rolled us over to give
him the kiss that I'd been wanting to bestow on him for the past year ... the kiss that made him mine. He made the most
beautiful little breathless noise as I sealed my lips to his. It was so innocent and so erotic and so very Blair that I knew I'd
want to recreate it over and over forever.
And that's when I knew. That's when I understood just how many violations of trust and friendship I would take from Blair ...
as many as he'd take from me ... as many as it took. Because now that I had him, I wasn't ever letting him go.
The end.
Tell Roxanne how you liked it!
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 Mr. Nice Guy
Mr. Nice Guy - Patt
Around the bullpen these days, everyone referred to Jim Ellison as Mr. Nice Guy. He was sick of it, too. He wanted to be the
not so nice guy but he would need help from a certain partner and roommate.
Sitting down at his desk he began to watch Blair flirt with all of the women in the bullpen. He even flirted with Megan
Conner and they were good friends. Blair Sandburg loved women. This was the problem for Jim Ellison. He was attracted to
one Blair Sandburg and wanted no one else. He hadn’t dated in about a month but Blair was making up for it. He was dating
anyone and everyone, making sure he stayed out all night long and just pissing Ellison off in general.
Jim walked up to the flavor of the week and glared at her as he said, “Chief, did you want to actually get some police work
done today or what?”
“Sure, Jim. Sorry,” Blair said as he said his goodbye’s and walked over to his desk next to Jim’s. They worked in
companionable silence smiling at each other now and then, but that was about it. Jim had to take what he could get. This was
as far as he’d get with his guide and he knew it. No matter how badly he wanted him, he knew he couldn’t risk their
friendship.
Simon walked out of his office and said, “Get out of here you two. You’re off for the next two days. Enjoy the time off.”
“Thanks, Simon,” Blair said getting up and grabbing his things before Simon could change his mind.
“Yeah, thanks, sir,” Jim said trying to remain upbeat, but knew that with two days off, he’d be bored. Blair would be gone
with one of his women and Jim would be left to do the same things he did every weekend. Nothing.
When they got down to the parking garage, Rafe walked up to the truck and started flirting with Sandburg. Jim just stood
there with his mouth hanging open. He couldn’t believe how gutsy that shit was. Actually, they were both shits in Jim’s book.
Then the older man saw Blair flirt back. What the fuck is he doing? He doesn’t do guys. Does he?
Blair smiled and charmed Rafe for about ten minutes until Jim said, “Rafe, Simon wanted to see you right away.”
“Man, I better get up there. Talk to you later, Sandburg,” Rafe said walking away.
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“Yeah, man, it was great talking to you outside of the bullpen,” Blair said opening the door and starting to get into the truck.
Before he could get all the way in, Jim had moved into his space. Before he knew what was happening, Jim put his lips on
Blair’s and began to kiss him in earnest. Shocked, but happy as hell that his partner had finally gotten the clues he was giving.
About time he got on the clue bus.
Blair pulled away from Jim and said, “Wanna explain this to me, Jim?”
“Nothing to explain, Chief, I love you. I want you. I had to kiss you,” Jim said quietly.
“Well, hot damn, Jim. It’s about time,”
“You knew?”
“Everyone but you knew, tough guy,” Blair said kissing Jim this time. And it continued until there was a person clearing their
voice and Jim jumped away from Blair and there stood Simon.
“Well, gentlemen, this is really nice but couldn’t you find a better place to do it in?”
“Yes, sir,” Jim answered.
“Jim, you are aware that we have cameras in the parking garage, aren’t you?” Simon asked with a gleam in his eyes.
“Shit. I’m sorry, sir,” Jim said head hanging down.
Blair seeing his partner's embarrassment said, “Jim, the camera’s were down all day today. The people are working on them
now. They just started before we left.”
“You know, Sandburg, you spoil all my fun,” Simon said laughing. He put his cigar in his mouth and walked to his car. “See
you two on Monday. Have a good weekend.”
“Thanks, Simon,” Blair answered.
Turning to Jim he said, “How would you like to pick this up at our place? My room or yours?”
“Ours,” Jim said in all seriousness.
“Ours it is, hot shot,” Blair answered and climbed into the truck.
Jim climbed in and started the truck. Once they were about five blocks from the precinct, he pulled over and shut the engine
off. Blair looked over at him with a question wanting to come out of his mouth, but instead, let himself be pulled into Jim’s
arms.
They began their first real kiss. Now this was fucking kissing. Jim did it like he did everything. Perfectly. Finally pulling away
from Jim, Blair said, “Hot shot, you belong to me and only me. Is that understood?”
Jim kissed him again and said, “Oh yeah, I can do only you. I only want you from now on.”
Then Jim got a very serious look on his face and said, “Aren’t you going to miss dating all of those women that you’ve been
seeing lately?”
“Jim, did you see me with any of them after work or smell them on me?” Blair asked.
“No, I guess not,” Jim answered, suddenly ashamed of his earlier thoughts.
“That’s because I was hiding out. I didn’t know what to do with the feelings I had for you. So I did the only thing I could. I
tried to make you jealous,” Blair said flirting with his main man.
“God, I love you, Blair,” Jim said pulling him into his arms once more.
“Good, now can we go home and pick this up where we left off?” Blair asked.
“Chief, do you suppose that we’ll always remember this first kiss?”
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“Yeah, I think we will. So, home, James,” Blair said laughing and moving closer to his friend, partner and soon to be lover.
Sometimes being Mr. Nice Guy paid off big time. From what Jim could feel of Blair through his jeans, it was going to be big
time.
The end.
Tell Patt how you liked it!
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 Denying Mother
Denying Mother - Angelise
"Seemed like every man Naomi met would fall in love with her."
+++++++
"Come on, Jim. You'll love her."
+++++++
"You know, Blair, Naomi's a very attractive woman."
+++++++
Blair stood alone on the first floor of the loft, the darkness breached by a scattering of candles. He felt a fist squeeze his heart
as he listened to the quiet murmur of voices upstairs.
All of a sudden unbidden memories flooded his mind and heart. Jim staring at his mother, his eyes tracing over Naomi's
slender beauty. Jim kissing his mom, expressing his hope to see her again. Jim saving his kidnapped mother, his Sentinel










We belong to each other.
We need each other.
Blair shook his head, unshed tears faltering on his long lashes. Words struggled to escape, to be heard, to be acknowledged.
I love him.
I want him.





Blair flew up the stairs and felt his world crumble into pieces around his feet.
Jim. Naomi. Together.
A couple. Sharing memories.
Together.
On Jim's bed.
The bed where Blair wanted to be.
Wanted to be . . . with Jim.
The young anthropologist tried to smile, tried to join in the festive moment. Tried to be the friend, the son who was
surrendering his dream to his mother.
Silently Blair watched Jim. Observed the way his friend smiled at his mother, touched his mother, listened to his mother.
Each touch, each smile ripped away another piece of Blair's heart.
The food turned to ashes in his mouth, the drink souring on his tongue. He dropped the glass he held on the bed, the piece of
meat slipping from his fingers to the floor.
"I can't . . . I can't do this."
Blair turned imploring eyes on his mother, wordlessly pleading for his love. A maternal smile misunderstood his request,
turning instead to bestow its beauty on Jim.
His heart rebelled, determined to stake its claim.
"You can't have him. He's mine. MINE!"
Two pair of startled eyes turned on him. A confusion of blue examined Blair's face, searching for the answers to his outburst.
The anthropologist took a step back. Then another one. Soon Blair was crowding the wall near the stairs.
"I . . . I . . ."
Insecurities overwhelmed Blair, Jim's silence speaking louder than any words he could offer. He turned and almost fell down
the stairs in his haste to escape.
+++++++
Jim watched his partner run. He turned his gaze toward Naomi, seeking the answers her son had fled with.
"Naomi? What . . . ? Why?"
The redhead beauty smiled gently, her hand reaching out to touch the Sentinel's heart.
"Open your heart, Jim. The answers you seek are there. Have always been there."
The slender woman gathered up the dishes and stood up. "Listen to them; they will give you my son."
Jim sat on the side of the bed and opened up his senses, allowing his heightened hearing to track his partner.
The roof. Blair was on the roof.
The detective flew down the stairs, hesitating at the door. He looked over to where Naomi was putting away the food.
First Kiss Collage
64
"Does he . . .?"
Naomi laughed, the lyrical sound easing the doubt in the Sentinel's heart.
"Do I really need to answer that?"
Jim offered his own laugh to the redhead. With a nod, he went out the door.
+++++++
Blair stared into the darkness, wrapping the night around his wounded heart. His whispers barely broke the silence.
"Love . . ."
"I love him."
Blair looked up at the stars, waiting for the falling angel that would come and fulfill his wish. Closing his eyes, he uttered his
prayer.
"Let him love me."
The silence answered back.
"He does."
Blair turned around and found his body enfolded into an embrace that chased away his doubts. Jim held him close, tight, the
man's fingers tangling in his long curls.
Blair buried his face in the softness of Jim's shirt, his hands scrambling over the detective's frame in an attempt to confirm the
reality of his dream. The dark crimson fabric bore witness to his tears of joy. The young man pulled back slightly, his gaze
searching the Sentinel's face for the truth.
Jim smiled, his fingers tracing Blair's features, his touch gossamer light on the young man's lips.
"I love you, Blair. There's never been anyone else. Never could be anyone else."
Blair cupped his hands around Jim's face. He pulled the older man's head down.
"Always, Jim?"
Hope shimmered in Blair's eyes and Jim saw it. He leaned forward, his gaze slipping from the endless depths of blue to the
lips that parted in anticipation.
The Sentinel tenderly kissed his beloved Guide, breathing his words into Blair's open mouth, their warm promise declaring his
love, securing their future.
"Always, Blair. Always."
The end
Tell Angelise how you liked it!
Back to Story Index  
 Do You Feel The Same?
Do You Feel The Same? - Debbie Tripp
Blair Sandburg bounded off the elevator on the sixth floor. He walked through the doors to the bullpen of Major Crimes. He
saw Jim Ellison sitting at his desk, intently typing at his computer. Blair slid in to sit beside him at the desk. Jim scowled over
at Sandburg and then back to the computer.
"Can you give me some room, Sandburg?"
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"Sorry. What's up with you?"
"Nothing. I'm just not having a good day. Why don't you get me a cup of coffee?"
"I actually came by to see if you wanted to go to lunch with me. I have something I want to tell you."
"Okay, Sandburg. But you buy."
"Sure, Jim. No problem. We'll even go to WonderBurger."
"Who are you? You can't be Blair Sandburg!"
"C'mon, Jim. I've got to tell you my news."
They left the bullpen and rode down the elevator to the garage. They got into Jim's truck and Jim drove to WonderBurger.
Once they had their orders, Blair spoke.
"I'm in love!"
"That's your great news, Sandburg? Who's the lucky girl? Have you even met her yet?"
"Ha Ha. Very funny, Jim. No. Actually, it's not a girl or a woman. It's a man."
Jim almost choked on his soda.
"A man?"
"Yeah. I've known this guy for some time. He's smart, gorgeous and has a really good sense of humor."
"Where did you meet this guy?"
Jim almost growled out the question. Blair laughed a little.
"You sound jealous, Jim. I don't think I'll tell you."
"How serious is this, Sandburg?"
"Well, I probably love him more than he loves me."
"What's his name?" Jim was becoming more irritated.
"I don't think I'll tell you."
"Dammit, Sandburg! You better come clean here. I'm not having a real good day."
"Okay, okay, Jim! Calm down! I'm in love with you. And I've been in love with you since we've met. It took me this long to
actually acknowledge that I do love you. I've had fantasies and dreams about us together. I was hoping that you felt----"
Jim leaned over and kissed Blair.
"----the same way about me."
The end.
Tell Debbie Tripp how you liked it!
Back to Story Index  
 Under Cover
Under Cover - Liz
Man, I knew better than to stay out this late. The sun went down hours ago, taking all the warmth Cascade had to spare with
it, Blair thought miserably, but Daryl needed help with that special History project, and I just couldn't say no to a cross-
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cultural comparison of recreational practices between the Toltec, Incas, Mayans and Aztec. I wonder what he would've
picked if they'd been studying North America? The history of kickball? Blair grinned.
Daryl or no, I've got to be the only insane person outside willingly tonight. Never mind that the Volvo's in the shop and its a
billion below. The professor shivered pulling his layers tighter around his slim frame. One more alley and I'll be within
sprinting distance, the anthropologist thought, thanking every deity his half-frozen brain could think of that it was only cold
and not icy for once.
He ducked between the two buildings, nearing but not giving much attention to the man curled up on an egg-crate mattress
among the garbage bags next to the metallic green dumpster. At least he's out of it and not jumping me, not that I have
anything *he'd* be interested in on me right now. Something dark scurried across the still form catching Blair's attention.
What the hell? Petey's never been that far gone to let the rats use him as a playground. Cautiously the professor crouched
before the homeless junkie and tilted the man's head.
Shit! Shit! Shit! Recoiling instantly from the sightless eyes, Blair propelled himself backwards stopping only when his back hit
the opposite alley wall. Oh, damn! Blair leaned to the side and lost the contents of his stomach and any thought of food he'd
had for the past three weeks. He spit a few times, wiping his mouth on the edge of his scarf, rolling it carefully and shoving it
into his jacket pocket, promising himself a trip to the dry cleaners later, much later.
Blair glanced up and down the alley, not a single living person was visible. Of course, Blair thought cynically, there's a dead
body here, why would anyone be around. He sighed, poor Petey, he scared the crap out of me, but he didn't deserve
whatever got him.
Blair spread his legs a little and leaned into the cold brick at his back, closing his eyes as he took several calming breaths. His
brief respite was shattered when the sounds of a heated argument broke out above him followed rapidly by gunfire.
Oh fuck! Blair tried to melt into the bricks behind him. Glancing upward, Blair heard a muffled grunt and was shocked to see
a large figure tumble from the roof onto the pile of egg-crate padding. He's got to be a lucky SOB, because I'd have landed in
the empty dumpster. Blair steeled himself and re-thanked all the deities he could think of that the man landed away from
Petey. Before Blair could get to the fallen man he heard a shrill wail and the pounding of tiny feet.
"Bweah, Bweah, Bweah!"
What the-- Blair didn't get a chance to complete his thought before he had a shivering mass of wriggling child in his arms,
"Hey, now. It's ok. What's your name?" Blair wrapped the edges of his coat around the little girl, he noted. "Didn't your
Mommy tell you not to go near strangers? What if I was a bad guy?"
"My name is 'Manda. Daddy Jim calls me Munchkin. Mommy's workin'," the light brown-haired girl replied, "'sides Daddy
Jim said when the bad man fell that I hafta run to Bweah an' that's you, silly!"
Blair looked into her big green eyes and melted, "Ok, Munchkin it is, but what if I wasn't Blair? How did you know to run to
me? I don't know your Daddy Jim." And what does he want me to do with you? Blair continued silently looking over at the
immobile man wondering if that was her father.
The little girl grabbed a handful of Blair's curls and tugged his ear closer to her mouth. "Shhh... he's not really my daddy, but
he says the bad men'll stay 'way if we p'tend. He tells me ever'body's name. Cuz he knows ever'body! Daddy Jim says you're
a nice man, and kind, and be-u-ti-ful, only tha' last part he says when he think's 'm not listenin', but I hear ever'thin'," she
whispered conspiratorially.
Blair smiled at the little girl careful to shield her from the sight of Petey, "So what did Daddy Jim say to do after you found
me?"
"Take me to my Mommy," the little girl handed Blair a gold colored envelope, "and give her this."
Blair opened the envelope around the little girl's back and nearly dropped it when he saw the contents. What the hell have I
gotten myself into? There's gotta be a thousand dollars in there easy and a hotel key. Blair zipped up his jacket around the
little girl's back and started towards the fallen man.
A gravelly voice cut through the night stopping him. "Don't even think about it, Chief. Just get her out of here. Come back if
you feel like you need to, but I want Mandy safe first. Got it?"
Crap. Okay, first things first. "Ok, Mandy, where does your Mommy work?"
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The little girl nodded her head in answer to a question Blair didn't hear, "She works at the diner next to the toy store."
Blair thought quickly, running through all the diners he knew in the area that could be near a toy store. "Jack's?" The little girl
nodded. "Okay, Mandy, let's get going."
The little girl's mother had been surprised to see Blair carrying her baby girl, but nodded solemnly at the envelope from
Daddy Jim. She didn't seem surprised at the envelope and thanked Blair for taking care of Amanda. Amanda leaned over to
Blair from her perch in her mother's arms and whispered, "Please go back to Daddy Jim. You can look after him like he looks
after me. Maybe he needs an amb'lance. You just gotta!"
"He was the grouchy bear in the alley, right, munchkin?" At her giggle and nod he continued, "Ok, Mandy, you take care of
your Mom and I'll take care of Daddy Jim." Blair tousled the little girl's hair causing her to giggle more.
She smiled at him, showing Blair her missing front tooth. He smiled back at her one more time and left the diner. Heading
over towards the alley, Blair thought over his situation.
Okay, so what do I know so far? I have a stalker named Daddy Jim that’s adopted at least one little girl and her mom to
keep the "bad men" away, and he knows the name of everyone in the neighborhood. Well, he has to be something if he keeps
Mandy safe just by associating with her and her mother. He wanted to protect the little girl first so he can't be that bad,
and he's probably bi if I can trust what Mandy said about him thinking I'm beautiful. Then again, kids interpret things
differently, and there's that whole not beautiful that I happen to be. Geez, man, get it together, that didn't even make sense
in my head.
At the mouth of the alley the professor stopped, taking a deep breath. Taking an unobtrusive look to make sure no one was
around, he entered the alley. Approaching quietly he shied away from the still body of Petey. He reached the man Mandy
called Daddy Jim with trepidation. "Um, Jim? That is your name, huh?"
Receiving no response he placed his hand on the man's shoulder shaking him gently. Blair wondered what the guy had
dropped into when he pulled back a sticky hand. Automatically sniffing his hand, he blanched when he realized it was blood.
Yanking the utility knife he'd gotten for a Bar Mitzvah gift and his scarf out of his pockets, Blair cut the wrapped end off and
bound the man's shoulder as best as he could. It wasn't sanitary, but at least it'd help slow the bleeding. Ok, I can't lift him,
but I've got to get him out of here. Who knows if he's hurt somewhere else? Blair bit his lip. I can drag him near the mouth
of the alley, but there's no way I can drag him all the way to my place, not without attracting a lot of attention. For some
reason, I think that's the last think Jim wants. Ok, let's get him up there first, Blair thought as he pulled the egg-crate under
the unconscious man.
About halfway down the alley, Jim jerked and rolled himself off the egg-crate landing in a crouch with his back against the
brick. Blair, in mid-step, fell to his knees from the sudden lack of weight barely saving his face from hitting the pavement
with his hands. "Ow, hey man, what was that for?"
Jim's eyes scanned the alleyway critically as Blair regained his feet, before grounding out, "Mandy and her mom safe?"
"I took Mandy to her mom, and gave her the envelope like you said. They were about to leave when I started back this way."
Blair waved his hands in agitation, "No one saw me as far as I know. The diner was empty except for the guy behind the
stove, other than that, I dunno, man."
Jim relaxed minutely upon hearing his girls were safe, "Fair enough, Chief. Where were you taking me?" Jim stood, wincing
and nearly toppling over if not for the wall at his back.
"You ok, man?" Blair reached out and touched Jim's forearm, surprised at the electricity from that simple gesture he backed
up a step, "I was taking you to my place, it’s not far from here. I know you're bleeding at shoulder, but that's the only thing I
could tell in this pitch black. I have a first aid kit there, unless you'd rather go to the hospital?" Blair trailed off.
"No!" Jim jerked back, "No hospitals, Chief! Your place is fine."
Okaaay, Blair thought, instead saying aloud, "Ok, man, suit yourself, thought you might like the option of that instead of
going to a complete stranger's place. I am a complete stranger, right?" Blair asked, hoping that Jim would give him some
indication of the extent of the bigger man's stalking efforts.
"I'll tell you what I can, when we get there." Jim offered.
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"Right, man, I'm holding you to that," Blair replied, taking Jim's left arm and pulling it across his shoulders.
Jim pulled his arm back slowly. "No, Chief, it'll have to be the right one,” Jim grimaced at the jostling of his shoulder, but shot
went through clean and he wanted to hide his injuries as best he could.
"But, Jim--" Blair started.
"It's ok, the bullets went straight through. It'll be uncomfortable, but I'll live." Jim grimaced as Blair followed his instructions.
The bigger man leaned heavily upon Blair a moment, before straightening slightly, "I'd rather not announce that I've been a
gunshot victim right now; too many questions, and they'll be looking for the shooter."
The shooter, Blair thought, must be military or some sort of enforcement, no one I know uses that term so casually. Both
men were silent the rest of the way to Blair's warehouse apartment. It was awkward unlocking and getting into the place, and
both were panting from the effort.
"You said both shots went through clean, right?" At Jim's nod, Blair continued, "Ok, man, why don't you get a quick shower
and--"
Jim cut the younger man off mid-sentence, "Look, Sport, maybe we should wait on that shower, I'll probably fall over if I try
it."
"I can get a milk crate for you to sit on or I can give you a sponge bath, but you have to get clean. There's no telling what was
in that pile that broke your fall." Blair offered knowing the man would take the first choice.
"Maybe later on the sponge bath, Chief. A milk crate is fine." Jim gave Blair a half-hearted smirk.
Blair helped the wounded man over to the bathroom and leaned him against the door. Jim started unbuttoning his shirt. Blair
took a peek and sped into the living room area. Shoving the cd's off the milk crate, the professor returned quickly to the
bathroom.
"Here ya go, man." Blair rushed past Jim, dropping the crate into the tub rather clumsily. "Towels are on the shelf, shampoo
and soap's in there. Use as much hot water as you want." Glancing upward, Blair swallowed hard at the bared skin. Closing
his eyes and taking a calming breath, Blair forced himself to look at the man's face, not his body. Blair was momentarily lost
in the pale blue eyes of the man leaning on his bathroom door. Jim was gorgeous! Suddenly the thought of Jim thinking he
was beautiful had definite appeal.
"Um, Chief?" Jim asked reluctantly breaking the moment.
"Yeah, Jim?"
"There's no way I'll be able to get this shirt the rest of the way off. Little help here?"
"Oh, um, right. You want me to cut it off?"
Jim shrugged, "No, it's not necessary, but it's ruined anyway, Chief. It'll probably be easier if you do."
"Ok." Blair's heartbeat pounded in his chest. Right, Jim's bleeding all over the place and you're getting hard thinking about
shredding his shirt. Geez.
"I don't bite, Chief, and I'm getting kinda tired, so you might be giving me that sponge bath after all, if you don't hurry up."
This time Blair received a full-blown smirk.
I swear he's gotta know what I'm thinking. He looks good enough to eat. Man! "Um, yeah. Right." Blair retrieved his utility
knife from his pocket for the second time in an hour and turned Jim to his left. Cutting the fabric swiftly and thanking the
God of Sharp Objects that the task didn't take any longer. Blair hissed at the sight of the hole in Jim's shoulder and the large
furrow in his side. Both wounds were small, but extremely painful looking to Blair, "Damn, how can you stand there like
that?"
"Can't feel a thing, Chief. I've got the pain dial turned down. I read about some special meditation techniques a few years




Blair's brain snapped back online with Jim's comment about a pain dial, but the professor pushed the thought back
momentarily, "No, you're a big boy," Blair blushed, clearing his throat, "I think you can handle the rest. I have some old
clothes around here that Simon left the last time we played ball. They should fit you ok."
"Thanks, Blair." Jim reached for the top button on his jeans and grinned at the younger man, who shivered and fled before
the second button was released.
Ok, let's put aside the definite sparks flying in here. Sponge baths and helping him remove his pants notwithstanding, the
man looks so straight it hurts. Come to think of it he does look familiar. Maybe he's been on campus before, Blair thought as
he walked over to his closet area. Pulling out his first aid kit and a pair of Simon's black Cascade PD sweats, he walked back
to the bathroom. The silver Cascade PD logo had completely worn off in the wash, not even an outline was visible. Blair
doubted Simon even missed the clothing, never mind be able to pick them out of his laundry basket.
Blair dropped the sweats next to the sink and glanced at the occupant of the shower. Jim had moved the milk crate out to the
bathroom floor and closed the curtain. Blair could see the older man leaning against the tile from his outline on the shower
curtain. "Here ya go, man."
"Thanks, Chief," Jim called out over the shower curtain, turning the water off before reaching for the curtain. Blair took that
as a good sign to leave. The anthropologist picked up the man's discarded clothing and closed the door behind him. Even with
the thrumming in his body, there was no way he'd risk getting clocked.
Blair set the kit on the table in front of his couch, tossed Jim's clothing with a few items of his own into the wash, and busied
himself in the kitchen with tea preparation. Washing his hands, the younger man had no idea if Jim would want any tea, but
he certainly needed it, even if the bigger man didn't. Blair could almost swear Jim had read the thesis he had published for his
doctorate. The comments about not feeling anything, the special meditation techniques, and more importantly the pain dial,
seemed to indicate such, but could also just be circumstantial.
Hearing the water in the sink running, Blair returned to the kitchen. The professor poured his and Jim's tea, and carried both
cups to the living area, sitting them on the coffee table. Blair shook his head a little at the incongruence of tea on a coffee
table. Opening the kit he pulled out the supplies he'd need to bandage Jim. Blair was leery of actually trying to stitch Jim up
and hoped the bandages would work. Blair finished arranging his supplies, and returned to the kitchen to wash his hands
again, before actually opening anything.
Blair knew most of his actions were out of nerves, but couldn't seem to stop himself. The anthropologist reached for his tea
mug, took a sip and then nearly proceeded to drop the entire cup in his lap at the sight of Jim fresh out of the shower in only
the sweatpants. The older man had bits of his ruined shirt pressed against his skin, helping to slow the bleeding even more.
"Cascade PD, Chief?"
"Huh?" Blair responded distractedly, inwardly cursing his inability to form complete sentences around the older man, but
then allowing it because of the man's lack of clothing.
"The sweats, they're from the PD?" Jim walked past the younger man, sitting partially facing Blair on the opposite end of the
couch.
"Yeah, my kid's father works for the PD. I play ball with the old man occasionally and he left a set over here in case of
emergency basketball. Can you turn a bit further this way?"
"Sure Chief. Your kid?" Jim turned, allowing Blair to get started with his patching.
"You think you'll need stitches?"
"Nah, he really only clipped me. It's not as bad as it looks, Doc, just bled a hell of a lot." Jim sat still for the rest of Blair's
ministrations.
"Ok, man, that should do it." Blair touched Jim's arm, smiling briefly. The anthropologist picked up the mess from the coffee
table and headed into the kitchen. "Your tea should be cool enough to drink by now. You hungry?"
"I could eat. Are you ok with me staying what's left of the night? I can be out of your hair if you're not comfortable with it."




Only if you're in my bed, Blair thought silently. Shaking his head he answered aloud, "To be perfectly honest Jim, since you
won't go to the hospital, I think you should probably stay here for a few days if not at least a week until you recover. I don't
know much about gunshot wounds, but whatever you're into can't be healthy, and probably even more dangerous with you
less than 100%." Blair called from the kitchen area pulling out eggs and other ingredients for an omelet. Suddenly
remembering the clothes, the academic tossed them into the dryer and returned to the kitchen.
"Thanks for washing my clothes, Chief, but don't go too spicy on the omelet. My taste buds can't handle it."
"Jim?"
"I can smell the peppers from here, Blair, and I'd rather keep the skin on my tongue. It's useful sometimes." Jim's smirk
returned.
Blair blushed at the thought of the uses he could put Jim's tongue to, but replied, "Right, no peppers, I'll scramble them. Be
done in a minute." Blair cracked the eggs into a bowl and whipped them. Pouring them into a heated pan, he dropped the
bread into the toaster. True to his word, Blair finished in record time. Putting the toast on their plates as he dished up the eggs
to the side. Jim joined him at the table and both men tucked into their food like they hadn't eaten in weeks.
"This is great, Sandburg," Jim smiled at the anthropologist, but frowned as he cocked his head, "You expecting company?"
"No. Why?"
"Because there's a man in the parking lot on the other side of the parking lot cursing and saying 'Sandburg! Dammit kid, I told
you to call when you got home. Daryl won't go to sleep until he knows you made it safely. I told him you were an adult and
that my job was to keep the citizens of Cascade safe, not baby sit some hippie doctor' sound familiar, Sandburg?" Jim grinned
outright at the dumbfounded expression on Blair's face.
"Shit! I forgot to call Simon. Hang on a sec, unless you want to meet him?" At Jim's vehement negative response, Blair picked
up the phone, waylaying Simon in his progress.
"Banks," the police captain answered gruffly.
"Simon, this is Blair. Sorry it took me so long to call you, I got a little sidetracked."
"It better be good, Sandburg. Daryl's worried sick, and I'm already in the parking lot for your building."
"You remember Petey, right, the guy that lived in the alley next to my place? I found him dead tonight. Didn't look like there
was any sign of a struggle or other foul play. Scared the bejeezus out of me though, man."
"And you're just now telling me about this? Why didn't you call 911 immediately?"
"Sorry Simon, it just freaked me out. You know Naomi, she always detached with love before it got to this point. The closest
I've come to a dying person was when I spent time with that tribe in Paraguay. See there was this elder--"
Simon cut the diatribe off before it could start, "I get it Blair. It's ok. I'm just glad you're safe. I'll call it in."
Jim's frantic motions caught Blair's attention, "Hang on, Simon." Blair put his hand over the phone and walked back to Jim's
side, "What is it Jim? You want Simon to come over now?"
"No," Jim whispered, "tell him 'Jenkins dirt, two slug hiatus, floating. Say you saw it on a note near Petey."
Blair took a seat next to the older man, "Jim we're seriously going to have to talk after this ok?" Jim nodded and Blair got
back on the phone in time to hear Simon muttering.
"Any day now Sandburg...."
"Simon, I just remembered something, I found a note near Petey. It said 'Jenkins dirt, two slug hiatus, floating'. That mean
anything to you?"
"Shit, was that it kid? Anything more on the note?" Simon seemed to believe the obfuscation Blair was spinning.




"The back of the note was kinda blurry, but I think it said 'rooftop, treasure chest' and 'pick up Rich'." Blair was pleased that
his voice didn't break a bit as he delivered the bizarre message between Jim and Simon. He didn't quite understand their
connection, but he had a pretty good idea after all the coded crap Jim had him spouting.
Blair could hear the smile in Simon's voice, "Sandburg, you little shit! When you see the guy who wrote that note, and I know
you will, tell him good job, go to the hospital and that with the exception of the report I want on my desk tomorrow
afternoon, I don't want to see his ugly mug for a week! I gotta go now, son. Call Daryl and let him know you're ok, and that
I'll be back in a few hours."
"Sure, Simon. I'll tell them. Good night." Blair disconnected the call and dialed Simon's home. After relaying Simon's
message, Blair thanked the boy for worrying about him, and assured Daryl he was fine. Ending the call, Blair pressed the off
button on his cordless phone and turned to the smug man he knew had to be a detective.
Well at least my stalker's a good guy, and I guess he's not really a stalker after all. If Jim was an undercover officer, he'd
have to know the surroundings, and Blair had been a part of said surroundings for years. "So how long have you been
under, Jim, and what was all that code crap? Why couldn't I just tell Simon what was going on?"
"In the department, I'm strictly low profile. Not that I don't work the high profile cases, because I do, I just stay out of the
spotlight so I can go under easier, Chief. I've been on this case about a year. You didn't notice the drug lab that moved in next
door? I figured your line was probably tapped." At Blair's open-mouth shock, Jim smirked, "We've been working on busting
them and their distribution system. I told Simon that the Jenkins, Sheila and Amanda, which you met, went underground until
they can be placed in protective custody. I was shot twice and need time to recover, but that it wasn't life threatening. The
floating part was about the guy who shot me." Jim didn't elaborate, and Blair felt relieved about not hearing those particular
details.
"What about the next set of bland but mysterious codes?" Blair teased the detective on his lack imagination.
"Smart ass." Jim grinned, "I was telling him where to find the muscle and the evidence we need to nail Rich, that's
Richardson, to the wall. He's the guy fronting the operation. They won't move any of the drugs without his approval and if
he's detained..." Jim trailed off.
"Right, no approval, and the drugs stay off the street. That's great, man!" Blair enthused.
"You know, you never did tell me why you call Daryl your kid. Care to spill, Chief?" Jim leaned back into the cushions of the
sofa.
Blair winced at the uncomfortable fit and made a split second decision, "Um, look Jim, don't take this the wrong way, but
why don't you take my bed?" There was no mistaking the lust in Jim's eyes at that comment, so Blair continued quietly, "Um,
we could share if you wanted."
"Contrary to popular belief at the station, which you have no idea about, I don't bite. I think we can share, but I still want to
hear about Daryl. I like the kid, he's pretty tough." Jim said the last as if it were the only reason that mattered.
Blair helped Jim off the couch and led him to the bedroom area. The bed really was enormous. When Blair had moved into
the warehouse apartment, the first thing he bought with his first paycheck was a decent bed. He dropped the old futon off at
the battered women's shelter, knowing that they'd get good use out of it. Blair sat Jim on the side of the bed, "Wait here a
sec." Jim nodded and Blair went to the dryer. He pulled out Jim's boxers, luckily they were dry, and turned the dryer back on
to finish drying the detective's jeans.
"Here," Blair returned to his bed waking the semi-drowsing detective with the noise, "I'll be right back." Blair went to the
bathroom for his evening ablutions. He finished up and stripped down to his boxers. Padding softly back into his bedroom he
noticed the detective had donned his own boxers and slipped under the covers. Blair smiled and joined him, although careful
not to touch the older man.
Jim smiled at Blair's obvious attempts to stay far away from the detective. "I'm awake Blair, and you have a story to tell."
"Man! I bet that determination comes in handy at the office, right Jim?" Blair couldn't resist teasing the man, obviously he
was dying of curiosity, "Daryl's more like a little brother. Rainier has a program that allows faculty and grad students to pair
up with students in the Cascade Public School System. Basically the program is to help the kids pick up their grades and
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generally motivate them. Did you know that students with mentors are less likely to get into drugs or criminal behavior? It's a
great program. I picked up Daryl about four years ago, right before I received my doctorate."
"Your thesis was on heightened senses in modern man paralleling the Sentinel Myths. You gave Simon a copy because Daryl
was so impressed with it. He thinks I'm Superman for some reason, but I keep trying to convince him I'm not bulletproof." Jim
smiled up at the ceiling.
"Wait! You're the supercop that Daryl goes on and on about?!?!" Blair asked incredulously sitting upright and looking down
at Jim's face. "Wait, I thought you were married?" Blair could've eaten his whole shoe, but couldn't take the words back.
"Nah, been divorced six years now. According to Daryl, you're SuperProfessor that knows everything and helps him with his
schoolwork, and girls too, but I haven't told Simon that part yet." Jim smiled up at him while pushing at the younger man's
shoulder to get him to settle back down under the covers.
"You know, I thought Daryl was just exaggerating the stories about your senses," which Blair now realized were all
enhanced. The clues clicked into place, the pain dial, the CPD outline that had faded completely away but was still visible to
Jim's sight, Jim smelling the peppers when Blair hadn't even taken them out of their airtight container, Jim complaining about
his taste buds, and him hearing Simon from outside the building and across the parking lot. Jim was a real live Sentinel! Blair
bounced a little on the bed earning a soft smack on the arm causing him to finally crawl back under the covers, "Oh, sorry,
Jim. You know, after he told me that I decided to include a chapter with basic exercises for controlling the senses without a
Guide or Shaman present for the modern day Sentinel."
"Between the Shaman from the Chopec that helped me when I was stranded in Peru and your thesis, I've done pretty well
with my senses. I still zone out from time to time, but I owe my ability to work, and even my sanity to you, Blair." Jim said
softly.
"Wow." Blair touched Jim's uninjured shoulder. "I guess we should get some sleep, huh?" Blair closed his eyes.
"I'm right after ya, Sandburg." Jim closed his eyes and quickly followed Blair into slumber only to awaken a few hours later
to the younger man in a nightmare-induced panic.
"No! I don't have any change! No drugs! No food! No, Petey! I'm sorry! I couldn't help you! No, Petey, no!!" Blair was
barely whispering, but to Sentinel ears it was loud enough.
Jim reached over and brushed the dreaming man's hair from his face. Stroking his forehead gently, Blair calmed enough for
Jim to pull him closer. Wrapping his arms around the younger man, Jim soothed, "It's ok, Blair. I'm here. I've got you. No
one's going to hurt you. They'll have to come through me first." Jim repeated this litany continuously until Blair's heartbeat
calmed and the anthropologist was completely awake. "Wanna talk about it, Blair?"
"No, not really. I dreamed about the first time I met up with Petey but then it was him the way he looked dead tonight, and I
guess I'm talking about it after all." Blair sighed into Jim's chest. "You must think I'm a wuss, needing you to hold me like
this."
"No, actually, Chief, I've been trying to get you in this position all night," Jim teased, hoping to lighten the mood.
"Oh, really? Was I playing hard to get?" Blair grinned.
"How about playing to get hard?" Jim let out a chuckle at Blair's groan.
"Man, you gotta work on your material, Jim. That was bad,” Blair shook his head into Jim's chest.
"Bad, huh? Maybe I need to do a little research?" Jim smiled predatorily, causing Blair to shiver. Jim tilted Blair's head, his
eyes dilating as he focused on the younger man's lips. Blair, noticing the scrutiny, licked his lips in anticipation. The pink
tongue causing the Sentinel to take Blair's lips into a hungry soul-searing kiss. When air became annoyingly necessary, they
broke apart, "Get some rest, Blair." At the professor's yawning nod, Jim wrapped Blair tightly and pulled him close,
wandering off to dreamland together.
The end.
Tell Liz how you liked it!





They are going to love him at the Academy...
How could they not? How could anyone NOT love Blair Sandburg? Jim Ellison pondered that thought, on top of the many
other things running through his mind. Driving through town, he had intended to head straight home. Blair wouldn't be back
at the loft for a few hours as he was taking Naomi to the Airport. She was, as usual, beating a hasty retreat.
His leg was hurting like a bastard, and he KNEW his Guide would have some strange sort of meditation technique or herbal
cure, or something to take the edge of the pain. His dials were all out of whack, and he grimaced at the horn blasting from the
car behind him.
Yeah, Yeah, lady, so I changed my mind. He thought towards the offending motorist as he swerved into the right lane at the
last minute, and headed for the park.
Leaving the truck, he walked towards one of his favorite spots. A bench, under some trees, quiet, and peaceful. Sitting down,
careful of his leg, he started to put the cane down, but stopped, and contemplated it for a moment.
Good thing this cane.
He smiled, remembering pulling Blair to him in the bullpen, or what was left of the bullpen. No one had thought twice when
he hugged his Guide, and gave him a playful rub on the head, making hair jokes.
When should I tell him he doesn't have to cut it? After all, he is going to be a Detective, and it wouldn't do to have him
looking too much like a cop. When did Sandburg EVER look like a cop? Would I WANT Sandburg to look like a cop?
He leaned back on the bench, still holding the cane in front of him...
Don't really need the cane to pull Blair to me, When had Blair ever run FROM me? No matter what I dragged the kid
through....
Visions of Blair jumping out of a plane, diving off a cliff, standing on the roof of the car in the PD garage, holding a gun...Jim
squeezed his eyes shut, willing the one things he knew he would never forget out of his mind...Blair...wet, cold, dead...by that
DAMN fountain.
He even followed me back from death!!
He threw the cane away, suddenly repulsed at the thought of pulling Blair closer to him.
***********************
Pulling his collar a bit tighter around his neck, Blair found a peaceful place to sit, and think. He had a LOT of thinking to do.
SHIT!! The Academy. Do I really want this?? Oh YEAH!!! Be Jim's official partner...follow him around all day...wait a
minute. Why am I always following Jim Ellison around? Why did I jump off a plane, a cliff, I even came back from the dead
for him. I am either passively suicidal, or a nut...or....
The thought was right below the surface, and he tried to push it back, but no way was his overactive mind going to shut down
now....
Easy, you idiot. You do all these crazy ass things because you are hopelessly, completely, like for life and ever, in love with
the guy...
Leaning back against the tree, he relished the quiet in the near empty park. He knew Jim liked to come here to think, and
know he knew why. Even though he was in the middle of the City, it seemed like he was far away from everyone for at least
a short while. In the distance, he could see a lone figure sitting on a bench, his back to him, also probably looking for a bit of
solitude.
Well fine. The park is plenty big for the both of us. Maybe I will drop a hint to Jim about a fishing trip, or camping, or
anything to get us out of the City for a while. Jim must have some down time coming with his injury, and I don't have classes
for a few weeks because of break.
First Kiss Collage
74
The thought came to an abrupt halt.
I don’t have classes again, ever...Cop School, I'll have Cop School, but how hard can that be? I have been taking the at
home course for years now, certainly life experience accounts for something...God, I am so like FUCKED here!!! How can
I go back to the loft, look Jim in the eye, and pretend I don't have THESE feelings for him? He is a Sentinel for God's
sakes!! I KNOW...I wrote the damn book!! He will know...if he doesn't suspect already. He said he didn't trust me?...But then
he seemed genuinely pleased I would be his partner. Said...what did he say?? Like I didn't memorize it...that line about the
best partner, and pulling him through some really weird shit...Man, if he only KNEW how weird the shit is that I want to
pull him through!! When did I start having these thoughts about Jim? When didn't I??!! Jim will kill me when he figures it
out, and he'll FIGURE it out!! He can read me like a book. Who am I kidding? Like Jim, Mr. Body Beautiful would ever
look at a short, geeky Anthropologist...would he....
******************************************
..........Want me? Why would the babe magnet, Blair ever want an old......well, not old,...older, repressed cop, that has a way
of saying really mean things, and dragging him into life or death situations. What do I have to offer him? OK, OK...I did
give him a home when he really needed one....I threw him out of it........I gave him some stability.......I ruined his life........I
took care of him when he was sick.....or injured from being around me.......showed him another way of life...got him
killed....DAMN!!!!!! When did I become gay??...or whatever this is. I mean, Blair is so decidedly a MAN!!! I KNOW!! I have
lived with him for almost 4 years now! but still, he is still ....so....so.....Blair!
Jim smiled as he conjured up a picture of his friend in front of him, long hair blowing in the breeze, endless layers of flannel,
bouncing on his feet, excited hands flying around in front of him trying to make some point.
Blair is truly beautiful. If I told him that, would he knock me flat on my ass? And those eyes. No one has ever looked at me
like that...like THAT???
He sat forward, holding on to the bench with his hands, as if trying to hold onto the thought that just jumped into his mind...
He looks at me like THAT!! like I am well...everything. Simon once said something about hero worship. But what if it is
something more?? No! No way!! Blair is the epitome of heterosexuality, isn't he? I never really asked him. 'Heah Chief. Do
you sleep with men?' Nope, can't remember that ever coming up in conversation. We talk about...
***************************
....All sorts of strange things. Weird ideas are running through my head
"SHIT!!" Blair said aloud. It sounded a bit loud to his ears, sitting under a tree in an almost deserted park. Looking around he
didn't see anyone, no one had heard him, no one was around. Just that same guy sitting alone, on the bench far enough away
that Blair couldn't make out anything about him.
Now if I had Jim's vision, I probably could count the hairs on his head...I am NOT cutting my hair...very short...
That thought brought a smile to his face, remembering all the times he had said that to Jim. But now...
Now it isn't a joke any more. I am going to have to cut my hair. The ultimate sacrifice, cutting my hair for Jim. I would cut
my hair...am going to ...probably...cut my hair for Jim. What does that tell you? Naomi seemed pleased at the station, but
she couldn't seem to get away fast enough. Insisted on a cab even...couldn't wait to get away from me....She taught me well.
When in doubt, run like Hell. So why am I still here? I am not running like Hell from Jim Ellison, I keep running to him.
Like a magnet. DAMN!!! How can I tell my best friend, the covert ops, special forces fighting machine, super macho cop,
that I am hopelessly in love with him? That will be the last straw...'OK, Chief. This ride is over. Pack your bags.' can hear
him now as I lose the first ever meaningful relationship in my life. Jim is more then just someone I love...want to love, he is
my partner, my best friend, my confidant, roommate, Blessed Protector...We enjoy the same things...Ok, I really do love
Wonderburger, but I'll never tell him! Jim is so easy to be with, even when he is all dark and brooding. I still don't mind. He
needs time to himself, to think things through. We do so many things together...Jags games, camping, fishing, just guy...
*****************************
....things together like camping, and fishing, Jags games Hell, even food shopping with Sandburg is a hoot! I've never seen
a guy work a produce department like he does. He manages to get the numbers of all the young, pretty girls there!! Could
he give up his flirting ways? Would he be happy with just me? Because i KNOW once he is mine...all mine....I won't share,
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ever!! Territorial Imperative, or something like it. Blair could probably write another chapter for the damn diss about this.
But recently, he hasn't been on as many dates...when does he have time between the U, and chasing me around? Which is
probably a good thing. His love life was nothing but a train wreck...
***********************************
...........that is what he called my love life!! A train wreck!! Like his is a smooth commute. ...I don't think so!! HA!! Jim seems
to attract these criminal type, gorgeous, tall, with legs up to forever criminal type women. I wonder if he would ever
consider being with me? I've never really been with a guy. Those adolescent fumblings can hardly be worth much in the
experience department. But I am a fast study!! I could do research!! I'm really good at research! Maybe Jim has........
*******************************
..........no idea how these things are done. Hell, I saw just about everything in Vice. I have the basic idea, but what I saw in
Vice was sordid, dirty. Somehow I know what Blair and I could have together wouldn't be like that...I like his body.
Compact, solid, well proportioned. Those eyes, that hair. I could run my hands through it, and...SHIT!!! I'm getting hard
sitting here, thinking about having sex...no, making love with my male roommate!!! GOD!! Ellison, you sap! So this is
love...OK, OK..I can do this, I can. Hell, I did the Army, Covert Ops, the Academy, and I can even handle these wacky
senses, mostly because of Blair's help. I bet he could help me with the other thing, too!! Do some research or something, he
is good at that. I guess it comes down to the fact that I always want Blair to be there for me, selfish bastard that I am. No
matter how hard I push him away, he comes back for more...but does he want more? Will he let us become lovers? Can he
love me like I.......
*********************************
...................Love him. I really do. No other excuse for my behavior. Now I will probably loose him. No way is he going to go
for THIS idea!! 'Heah, Jim!! I got a test..' No way he is buying that line. I mean, he's an open minded guy, considering how
he was raised...oh SHIT!! His Father!!!..I am so like dead here. I am going to loose him, I know it. I have gotten spoiled with
Jim being there, like a safety net...a big, handsome, buff, safety net. Naomi never showed me a home, she showed me the
world, but we never had a real home. Jim IS home. Maybe that what Love really is all about, the person who makes you feel
like Home. I really feel at home with Jim in the........
*************************
..........loft is more like a home then before Blair. Carolyn hated the loft. Said it was like living in a garage. Blair would
probably make a garage into a home, and be.....
**************************
..................Happy to follow him anywhere, and I guess that is it. I follow where he leads, and maybe he leads where I push
him. Somehow two very different men have found each other, and a symbiotic relationship has been formed. We give and
take, and end up together in the middle. It all makes sense now to me...we give, and take, but we make it work. Can we make
THIS work?? How many changes can one guy take in a day?
He wrapped his arms around himself, rocking slowly, trying to fight off a panic attack.
************************
.....How am I ever going to tell Blair how I feel?
Jim asked himself as he started to get off the bench, retrieving the cane from the ground.
Maybe if he starts to run away, I can use this to pull him to me again, and hold him there...
He started to leave, but heard a familiar sound calling to him. He turned his head to one side, and zeroed in on its source.
Looking across the park, he saw a lonely figure, sitting up against a tree. The noise was a heartbeat, but not just any
heartbeat, but the one that was forever drawing him to it, Blair's.
Using his sight, he could easily make out Blair, sitting under a tree, rocking back and forth, hair blowing in the chilly breeze,
and looking very alone, and vulnerable. Jim headed towards him, drawn ever to this man.
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Blair looked up, feeling Jim's presence even before he heard or saw him coming. The young man watched as his Sentinel
walked across the grass, limping, using that cane. Even so, his grace, and strength was evident.
"Heah, Jim." Blair said looking up nervously as Jim reached his side. "What are you doing here?"
Jim silently reached his hand out to Blair, a silent peace offering, and offer of many things.
Blair accepted, letting Jim pull him towards him.
Holding onto Blair's hand, Jim pulled his Guide to him, wrapping the smaller man in a solid hug, absently dropping the cane.
"I'm so sorry, Chief." he said into Blair's hair, praying the man in his arms would understand. "I'm so sorry. I have been an
ass, you know that you are the one person I will always trust, have always trusted. Can you ever forgive me?"
Neither man had any intentions of letting the other go. Blair wrapped his arms around Jim's solid body, his panic subsiding in
the safety of Jim's nearness. His hands and arms underneath Jim's leather jacket, taking strength from the Detectives strong,
solid back.
"Jim, man, it's me that is sorry. I would never have published that diss. Would never have let anything with your name like
that ever...oh, man..I almost ruined your life..."
"Oh, Blair..." Jim whispered, pulling back, and cupping his guide's beloved face with his hands. Looking into the deep blue
eyes that looked at him with such adoration.
How could I have ever missed it?
******************
......OH MY GOD!! He is going to kiss me Jim is going to...
***************
..........kiss him...I am going to kiss him.
"Jim, there is something I have to tell you..."
"I think you have been telling me for years now, Chief. "
Jim slowly lowered his lips, stopping just short of Blair's mouth. Hearing no protest, he pressed his lips to Blair's, claiming his
Guide for his own.
The end.
Tell Pollyset how you liked it!
Back to Story Index  
 Blair Watching
Blair Watching - Patt
Jim watched from the doorway of the loft and saw his partner and roommate making dinner. It was something to see. The
man not only could cook, but he made it look effortless. He also looked damn sexy and it was driving Jim insane.
Jim Ellison knew that he couldn’t be having these feelings. For Gods sake, he was a cop. A military man. Well, hell! That
didn’t always mean anything, but he knew one thing for sure, Blair Sandburg was no one that would stick around for long if
Jim did make a move.
Jim moved into the loft, took his jacket off, hung it up and continued to watch Blair in the kitchen.
“Hey, Jim. How was your day?” Blair called out.
“Great, Chief, how was yours? Where were you all day?” Jim asked.
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“I had that court hearing, you knew that. Simon said I could go home from there after we finished. So I figured I’d start
dinner,” Blair said as he stirred something that smelled divine.
Jim walked into the bathroom to wash his hands and could hear Blair singing some song under his breath. He didn’t think that
the younger man could get any sexier than he looked when he walked in. But the idea of him cooking and singing made Jim’s
mouth water and it wasn’t for food. When he got back, he sat down at the table and watched the chef for the night do his
thing.
Jim noticed that Blair constantly licked his lips after each verse he sang. It was not only cute and sexy, but was damned hot.
Jim was getting hard just watching him. He wished he could talk to his Guide about this but knew he couldn’t. So he was
content with just watching. About thirty minutes later, Jim was still hard as a rock from watching and could only think of one
thing.
I want to kiss him so bad, it’s not even funny.
“Jim, wanna set the table?” Blair asked sweetly.
“Sure, Chief,” Jim said as he walked into the kitchen, adjusting himself on the way. He washed his hands again and got the
dishes and glasses for the table. Setting it, he kept looking over at Blair and could see him dancing a little while he sang and
cooked.
Jim couldn’t take it anymore. He walked over to Blair, pulled him into his arms and brought his lips down to Blair’s. Blair
didn’t pull away, in fact, he kissed him back with such urgency that Jim was even more turned on. God, is that possible?
They kissed for about ten minutes, until Jim smelled something burning. He reached around and pulled the pan off of the
burner and Blair said, “Shit, I worked all night on that dinner.”
Jim just smiled and pulled him in for more kissing and knew that things would be all right. He could hear it in Blair’s
heartbeat, see it in his eyes and feel it in his lips. This was the happiest Jim had ever been in his life. He knew without a doubt
that Blair would be his for however long, Jim would want him.
Life was sweet, but Blair was sweeter.
The end.
Tell Patt how you liked it!
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 Back at the Bouncing BLT
Back at the Bouncing BLT (Or What the Waitress Saw) - rj
My best friend Maryanne and I work at The Bouncing BLT here in Rainier, which is a teeny tiny town just outside of
Cascade, Washington. Well, one day, during the lunch rush, my sister Lisa come in grinnin' like she just ate somethin' she
shouldn’t oughtta.
So I go, "What?"
And she goes, "You'll never guess."
And I go, "I figured, that's why I whatted you. So …. What?"
So she goes, "You got a break soon?"
And I go, "Come back at three."
So she goes, "Okay."




Well three o'clock comes and goes and no Lisa, but I just shrug and think to myself, well, maybe she got held up doin'
errands, so I just go on with my shift 'til I get off at five thirty.
And there she is sittin' on the bus stop bench right outside, waitin' for me.
So I go, "Well?"
And she goes, "Well, they told me not to tell or else they might get in trouble at their work, and they're real nice guys, so …."
And I'm all bummed, 'cause now I just know it's gotta be juicy stuff, but I could tell she wasn't gonna budge on this. At least
not now.
***
So 'bout a week or so goes by and I'm still real curious, so after work last Friday, I ask my best friend Maryanne if she knows
what Lisa's holdin' back on.
Well she just pulls me outside and says, "Come with me," and drags me to the bar 'round the corner that's havin' Happy Hour.
We get us a coupla beers, start piggin' out on the little baby hot dogs and pretzels they put out, and settle in.
So then, Maryanne starts her story:
"Okay, now, I’m not sure this is exactly it, but a while back, when I was takin' the garbage out to the alley, I noticed Lisa out
front of the restaurant and saw her get this real startled look on her face and run off. Well, I couldn't see exactly what she
could see, so I kinda snuck over, real careful-like.
"I could see a couple guys talkin' down the block a bit, but I couldn't hear what they were saying. So I snuck around the
backs of the stores between our place and the place they were next to and kinda tip-toed through their alley there until I
could hear 'em but they couldn't see me.
Well one of 'em says, "Sandburg, what was that all about?"
***
"Wait! Wait! Did you say, 'Sandburg'?"
"Yep."
"Was the other guy tall, kinda built?"
"No 'kinda' about it, Bobbie girl."
"I know those guys! They come in the restaurant all the time for breakfast. The tall one's a cop. Maybe both, not sure about
Sandburg."
"Well, that's who I saw. Do you wanna hear the rest?"
Well, I had to hear it now, so I nodded my head so hard, it coulda come off my neck.
And she took up her tale where she left off:
"Well, like I said, the tall one (Jim) okay, Jim, says to Sandburg (Blair) okay, Blair,
"Sandburg, what was that all about?"
And Blair goes, "I think you know, man."
And Jim goes, "Nah, Sandburg, I'm just this throwback with fear-based responses – I'm not even going to hazard a guess."
(I didn't even know cops talked like that, but that's what I heard him say. (Get on with it!) Okay-okay!)




(Wow! I thought the guy'd said that was all a lie!)
--and you just don't get it."
And Jim sounds all mad and goes, "And you've known me for over three years, so you should know why."
"Know what, Jim?"
"If it's not about the job, I screen it all out. That way—"
"Let me guess: that way if they leave you, betray you, or die – you won't notice too much, you won't feel it, because ….
"Jim? What about when I died?"
"I can't shut you out, Chief. I can feel everything. More than I should. Say something would have felt like a small betrayal to
someone with normal senses. Well, then I felt it as though you'd knifed me in the gut with a serrated blade and twisted it.
"Oh, God! Jim!"
And here Blair is sort of groaning like he's in pain. And then he goes, "But wait a minute. If you can't shut me out, then how
come you can't figure me out now?"
"Because I'm—what if I'm wrong, Chief?"
"You know, Jim, this is kind of pissing me off, here. When it comes to the nasty stuff, you aren't afraid to go there – and
pretty over the top, if you ask me. But you're afraid to guess that maybe I love you? What's up with that, man?
"Well, you just gotta know that I had to wiggle around where I could see these guys, so I got down low behind a dumpster
and watched. And this is what came next:
Jim goes, "You what?"
Blair kinda snorts and goes, "You heard me, Jim."
And they're both real quiet for a minute and just drivin' me nuts 'cause they don't friggin' look at each other. They're
standin' at about 90 degrees to each other, Blair pretendin' to look out at the street, and Jim kinda lookin' down at the top
of Blair's head.
Then Blair goes, "Been feelin' that way for a long time, maybe since Peru. But I guess … I mean … you never said anything
…. So you're probably not interested."
And then Blair kinda looks up at him out of the corner of his eye, but as soon as Jim starts to catch his eye, Blair looks back
at the street. And I thought, 'What is wrong with these guys?!'
So then Jim looks down at Blair's face (which is still turned towards the street) and starts talkin' kinda quiet-like.
"Well, Chief, truth be told, I sorta noticed … something. But I was too afraid to put a name to it. Some time around Peru, I
gave up thinking you were caught up in hero worship. And after the … fountain, and then the press conference, well,
'brother' wasn't working, either, so …. No name seemed to fit any more—"
"It's 'the love that dare not speak its name,' Jim."
And Jim kind of smiles and says, "Must be why I couldn't guess it." But then he gets a serious look on his face and talks to
Blair's right eyebrow.
"Whatever you want to call it … I'm … definitely interested."
And finally – finally – Blair turns and looks up at Jim, his eyes goin' all wide and he's goin, "Really?"





"You are kidding, right?" I say, 'cause I just can't believe it.
But Maryanne goes, "No, I am not kidding. But I'm also not done yet." And she does a sort of Mr. Spock eyebrow twitch for
half a second, then gets on with her story:
Well, Blair's all gigglin' from this dumb noogies game, but soon he starts ticklin' Jim under his pits 'til Jim lets go of Blair's
neck.
Then, soon as Jim lets go, Blair runs his arm around the back of Jim's head and pulls it down so's the guys are eyeball to
eyeball.
Then, Blair says, "Well, back in the Bull Pen, when you tossed me the badge -- if I'd known what noogies meant when you did
'em, I woulda done my version of noogies."
And Jim laughs and says, "Yeah?" And just what might your version be, Chief?"
And Blair shows him, all right. He lays a liplock on that man that coulda suctioned the fillings right out of his teeth.
And after a few minutes, they come up for air, giggling a bit. And then, Jim slings his arm 'cross Blair's shoulders and says,
"Come on, let's get busy."
The end.
Tell rj how you liked it!
Back to Story Index  
 A Night In Paris
A Night in Paris - J. Love
It’s been a hectic month and the Major Crimes unit have decided to unwind with a theme party.
The window blinds are opened and white Christmas lights on the walls lend to the atmosphere. All the desks are pushed
against the walls. A miniature Eiffel Tower sits on top of one desk.
"Welcome to Paris, ladies and gentlemen." Simon announces. "A mini vacation to thank you all for job well done. There is an
assortment of snacks on the desks and sparkling grape and punch. Please enjoy yourselves."
Everyone mixes together and talks quietly.
The elevator arrives with a soft chime. As the doors open to reveal Ellison and Sandburg, Sandburg could be heard talking.
"Hairboy's lecturing Jim again," Rafe laughs jokingly.
"Seriously, Jim, I did some reading on Paris. It was originally a fishing village called Lutetia Parisiorum on the Ile de la Cite.
Caesar conquered it in 52 B.C. It was saved from the Huns by St. Genevieve in the fifth century. In 987, Paris became a
French capital. Paris grew larger and more powerful in the following years. Especially during the reign of Philip Augustus..."
"Take a breath, Chief."
"But this is so interesting, Jim. You know, man, that the Renaissance hit Paris in the 16 century."
"Yes, Chief..."
"...and then there was the French Revolution. So much history happened in Paris."
"I know Chief, you been talking about it all day."
"So not true, man."
"Feels like it," mutters Jim.
Simon comes up to them. "You are a little late, Jim."
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"I know, but Sandburg was boning up on Paris history."
Simon looks at Blair who is fairly bouncing on his toes, eager to continue his lecture. "So I heard."
"Yeah, Simon. It is really..."
"Uh, Hairboy, I got to go. Rafe is signaling me over."
Jim looks pleadingly at Simon who hastily backs away.
"Hey, Jim. We should go to Paris for a vacation. There are tons of museums, historical buildings...."
"Please, Chief. I concede to a vacation there if you stop..."
"...and it is called the City of Love..."
Jim takes that as his cue. He wraps his arm around Blair's waist and pulls him up to his body.
"What..." Blair says in astonishment, putting his hands on Jim's chest to push away.
Jim kisses Blair. Blair moans softly and digs his fingers into Jim's sweater. The kiss deepens as Blair returns it.
The end.
Tell J. Love how you liked it!
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One Dinner, One Kiss - Kylia
I sighed as he closed the door behind me. Leaning against the door, I felt my energy seep out of me. It had been an
exhausting two weeks. Between my work at the University, and helping Jim with a high profile series of murders, I was worn
out.
Finally the murders had been solved, and my classes were over for a few weeks. Hopefully I could finally get some
well-needed sleep.
My tired eyes adjusted to the darkness of the loft, and focused on the one lone blinking red light of our answering machine. I
was almost afraid of answering it. With a sigh, I pushed the play button. While the messages rewound, I made my way into
my room. I needed a long, hot shower before I started dinner.
The messages began playing and I half listened to them while I thought about what to make for dinner. After two messages
regarding a book I had ordered at a local books store, the familiar voice of my partner filtered through the air.
"Chief, you haven't started dinner yet have you?" The recorded voice paused for a second. "I'll be home around five. We're
going out to dinner." The click signaled the end of the message, and the machine started to rewind.
I blinked at the machine, half expecting it to explain what just happened. Something did just happen. Didn't it?
I shook my head, dislodging the confusion, which had settled there. Going out? As in the two of us?
I thought about that for a second. I didn't want to read too much into the message. Most likely, it was just a friendly dinner.
Nothing special. A simple meal between friends to celebrate the closing of the recent murder case.
Still... what if?
I shook my head again, dislodging any hopeful thoughts and made my way to the bathroom.
It didn't take me long to shower and dress, so when I heard Jim's key in the lock, I was just finishing. I knew he was standing
at my door before I actually heard the knock, so it wasn't a surprise when the door opened and he walked in.
"You get my message?" Jim asked quietly.
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I turned to face him. There was an odd look on his face. One I don't think I'd ever seen, not directed at me. "Yeah. What's
up?" I asked moving towards him.
Jim smiled slightly at me, and placed a gentle pat against my stomach before disappearing out of my room and heading up the
stairs, calling his answer over his shoulder.
"You'll see."
****
I'll see. That's what he said when he left me to get dressed himself. Well, it's been nearly two and a half-hours, and dinner is
finished, and I don't see things any clearer.
"So, you going to tell me what this is about?" I asked him, one more time, hoping maybe this time I'll get an answer.
Jim just smiled at me, again, in that way he has. The one that turns my insides to jelly. "No, I don't think I am."
I quirked an eyebrow at him. "Your not?"
Jim shook his head slightly and kept smiling. "If you can't figure it out yourself, Junior, I'm not going to spell it out."
There was a teasing note in his voice, and I wanted to believe it was for the reason I was thinking, but I couldn't chance that I
might be wrong.
"You gonna give me a hint?" I asked cautiously.
Jim shook his head at me, his lips quirked slightly.
"Well, is this about finishing up the Masterson case?" I asked just as our waitress brought our check over.
Jim paid for it, silencing any protest I could have made about his paying for the meal. Once we were alone again, he turned
back to me and I got the distinct impression he was focused on me, completely, and that he was waiting for something. What
I wasn't sure.
"The Masterson case?" I reminded him.
"I heard you the first time. Sentinel, you know?" He chuckled slightly. "And no, it has nothing to do with the Masterson case,
or the PD, or the University, or Simon, or Joel, or Connor, or anyone else other than you and I."
"O-kay." I drew the word out, as if making it last longer would give me the time to figure out how I ended up in this weird
alternate universe, and if I really wanted out of it.
Jim stood up and pulled on his jacket. I sat in my chair, unmoving until he handed me my own jacket. I took the hint and
stood up. After the several minutes it took for us to leave the restaurant and make our way towards his truck, I decided to try
again.
"So... is this a... date?" I asked cautiously, not even believing the words escaping my lips.
Jim turned to me and that was definite amusement I saw in his eyes. "Got it in one, Darwin."
My mouth was off and running before I could stop it. "No, actually it took several tries." I stopped walking and waited a
second for him to stop as well. When he did, he turned towards me expectantly.
"Just so we're clear." I began. "This is a date. As in dating... you and I, together."
Jim came closer to me, and kept moving until he was inside my personal space, his body nearly touching my own. "Is there
another definition?" He asked softly.
Then his lips were on mine, and there was no more confusion. Not for me, not for him, and definitely not for us.
The End??
Tell Kylia how you liked it!
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 Going Out
Going Out - Jvantheterrible
In the three years that I've known Blair Sandburg, I've learned a lot of things. I've learned how to control my senses. I've
learned to live with a roommate-slash-partner that leaves a mess wherever he goes, be it wet towels in the bathroom or
Rainier papers all over the living room, or God only knows what he might be growing in the fridge at any given time. I've
learned that no matter how many so-called house rules I impart upon him, there is really no hope that he'll ever listen and
follow them to the letter. Or even close to the letter.
I've learned that it's important to have friends; he's taught me to be more - socially amicable - towards my co-workers, and
I've managed to forge friendships with people, through Blair, that might never have come about if I'd been left to my own
devices. I mean, shit, come ON. I'd been the living embodiment of the very word 'loner' since way before my divorce - if I'm
honest - and all of a sudden, out of nowhere, here comes this…this kid…and he'd wormed his way into my existence and
managed to turn my life upside down from day one. Okay, so maybe he helped turn my life back upright, but still. The very
idea that this one young man managed to insinuate himself into my mind, as well as into my entire life, has boggled me for
some time. Three full years, actually.
It all became clear tonight, though. What a fucking epiphany; it slammed into me like a freight train once the realization
dawned, and it was unmistakable in its force. The very force that hit me three years ago when that hippie-wannabe
Anthropology graduate student managed to keep us both from being run over by a garbage truck in front of Rainier. From the
first touch of his hands on my shoulders, I knew that I was hooked. I'd never felt anything for any man before in my entire 34
years of existence. But when Blair knocked me to the ground and put his hand on the back of my head and pushed it down so
that it wasn't ripped off by that truck, I knew that my life had changed irrevocably.
Sure, I've tried to fight it. In fact, I've treated him like a piece of shit for most of the duration of our so-called partnership, and
I feel damn guilty for that now - especially as I sit here on the couch in the way-too empty and quiet loft by myself. Alone, as
I had spent so much of my time pre-Sandburg. These days, I can't picture myself without him by my side. He grounds me. He
makes sense of these fucking Sentinel impulses, and he keeps me sane. I can't believe I never saw it before tonight. I can't
believe that after three fucking years, it's only taken three little words to make me see how much Blair Sandburg really means
to me.
See, it's Friday night. And like so many other Friday nights since Sandburg overtook my life, I expected us to just hang out
and watch a game on tv or something. But tonight, everything changed. It's all different now, and even though he just walked
out twenty minutes ago, I'm lost without him already. Christ, I think to myself as I run my hands through closely shorn hair
that recedes a bit more every week - no doubt a product of coexisting with Sandburg - when did this happen? Surely it wasn't
just tonight. It couldn't be. I mean, all he said was…just three little words. But those words…I mean, it's been the two of us
for so long now, and I guess I took it for granted that we'd always do everything together.
Yeah, we've both dated on and off since he moved in. We've both had our share of disastrous relationships in the past three
years…but no matter how things turned out with the women, we've always been there for each other, ready to pat one
another on the back and toss back a beer together. Last week, Maya destroyed Blair for the second and last time, and he's
been keeping to himself ever since. There hasn't been any male-bonding going on; no high-fives, no shared stories of failed
relationships - nothing. Nada. Just Blair coming home from campus or the station and retreating to his room without a word.
He's not eating, he's not sleeping - yeah, I fucking monitor him at night - okay? He's my Guide, what am I supposed to do?
Anyway, tonight he came home and went into his room, as usual, and closed the doors. This time though, an hour later, he
came out dressed in snugly fitting blue jeans and a black tee-shirt, the usual red and black flannel fitting loosely around his
shoulders, auburn hair cascading down from his scalp, and he vaguely noted my interested look as he said three little words.
"I'm going out."
"Uh, okay Chief," I said less-than intelligently, my mind screaming at me to do something - anything - to keep him here
instead of running out tto meet someone new to once again annihilate his feelings. "Have fun, Junior. I'll be waiting up for
you," I told him jokingly, hoping that he'd notice the erstwhile tone of concern in my voice. Hell, he'd taught me that emotion;
why didn't he catch it now, I wondered?
"I'm sure you will be, man," he responded - almost sadly - as he headed out the front door. He paused for a moment in the
hallway once he'd locked the door behind him, his heartbeat accelerating a bit, and I wondered for a split second if
maybe…just maybe…he was waiting for me to come after him. I actually stood up from my spot on the sofa, but a moment
First Kiss Collage
84
later he walked away towards the elevator, and I froze where I stood, a mere footstep away from the doorknob. I had had
every intention of opening the door and calling him back, but no clue of what I might have said once I'd gotten him here.
Yeah, okay, so in all honesty I knew what I wanted to say…but no idea how to put it into words. I guess I had more to learn
from him after all.
***
I paced around the loft for about an hour, wondering miserably where in the hell Blair might have gone, wondering if he'd had
a date or something. Wondering if he was out getting drunk and might need a ride home. Wondering if he'd somehow gotten
ahold of Maya and was getting his heart ripped to shreds all over again.
I couldn't take it anymore. I ran upstairs to my room and changed my clothes; somehow, khaki dockers and a yuppie sweater
just didn't seem right for me to go out after him in. Switching into my most comfortable denim and a black turtleneck, replete
in black leather jacket, I headed out of the loft and down to the truck, listening intently for my roommate's heartbeat. Yeah,
it's cheating because I'm a Sentinel; so fucking what?
It only took me about twenty minutes to filter out all the sounds of the city and focus on that sound; that steady, 'thump-
whoosh-thump' that secretly lulled me to sleep most nights reverberating in my head, and leading me towards my Guide. I
followed the sound, trying to mask my concern - and my frown - as the beat got faster; he must be dancing with someone. He
must have seen someone that turned him on. It couldn't take him all that long to find a new woman to take Maya's place; for
Christ's sake, Sandburg is a fucking God. All those thick, gorgeous curls. That full and always pouting lower lip. That little
hint of chest hair coming up through the three shirts he always wears. That ass in those always more-than-a-little-snug
jeans…Christ, why am I sweating?
***
Managed to get a grip on my raging libido long enough to finally track Sandburg the rest of the way to his final destination. I
parked the Ford two blocks away and hopped out cautiously; this is not the best part of town, and surprised as I am to find
Blair here, I'm also hopeful. Cascade has many seedy spots, and this is one of the seediest; worried as I am about Sandburg,
I'm also not-so-secretly thrilled to find that he's come here.
See, I'm in the abandoned warehouse district. Home of underaged raves, S & M leather bars, and…and not-so-covert gay
bars. This is where the most beautiful men in Cascade come to find the OTHER most beautiful men in Cascade. The fact that
I've tracked Sandburg here is not lost on me. In fact, I find my own pulse racing a bit as I show my license and allow my hand
to be stamped before entering Club Fuego. The Fire Club. Where all the finest flaming boys in Cascade can be found, on any
given night of the week. Or weekend. And I can hear that familiar 'thump-whoosh-thump' calling to me. I wonder suddenly
how Blair will react when he finds that I've tracked him here. More importantly, I wonder if he'll be flattered - or just plain
pissed off.
As I walk slowly into the bar, I take in my surroundings; queens and guys that should be queens ordering drinks at the bar.
Tight jeans and topless torsos decorate the dance floor, and I find myself apprehensive that Sandburg…my partner…is one of
those men. Unable to locate him visually, I order a gin and tonic at the bar, wincing a bit as several different men pinch my
ass while I wait to pay for my drink. Ignoring my many-dissed suitors, I delve further into the club, that 'thump-whoosh-
thump' once again picking up in intensity as I search for my partner. My roommate. The man that has so innocently become
my complete and entire other half.
Suddenly, reality hits me; what if he's pissed that I've come after him? What if he's repulsed to find out how I feel about him?
Hell, I've only just tonight realized what he means to me; what if this isn't at all what he wants from me? What if he only
wants to study me for his paper? And why, after three years, am I suddenly worried that he'll…that he'll just…dump me?
Why did it never bother me before when he'd say he was going out? Shit. I'm losing my mind. I know that for an F-A-C-T.
Lost in my thoughts and practically Zoned as I am, I don't even realize it when Blair Sandburg almost magically materializes
in front of me, eyes quizzical - but accepting, I note - those beautiful full lips pulled up in an errant grin as he says, "Jim?
What are you doing here, man?"
***
"Uh, hey Chief," I manage. Good one, Ellison; you are such the master of smoothness - NOT. "Just, you know, grabbing a
drink and checking out the scene, y' know," I tell him as I reach out and shove his shoulder a bit in partnerly comraderie.
'Tres weak, Ellison' I mutter to myself as I watch my partner's face morph from almost comfortable to immediately doubtful.
Dammit. He's onto me.
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"Jim? How did you know I'd be here, man?" He pauses a moment, then nearly spills his drink all over himself in his
excitement, "Oh my God. Jim…did you track me here? You did, didn't you? Shit, man, this is, like, so wayyy cool," he says
as he bounces in front of me. I feel like the biggest moron in the universe. He's so excited about the fact that I've tracked him
here, but he has no clue about why I bothered to do so. Or does he?
"Uh, yeah Sandburg. Way cool. Man," I finish sarcastically, noticing that he's ceased his bouncing and has resorted to
studying my forced-to-emotionless face and strained features. I can practically see the recognition dawn on his face as he
realizes that he is the reason that I'm here. Blair Jacob Sandburg is a student of life, and he knows when he's been duped. In
fact, he refuses to ever BE duped on account of that very fact.
So it's the same moment that he sees my way-guilty expression and pieces together the fact that I've managed to track him all
the way here out of…duty-induced partnership…when he decides to play dumb. Just to make me happy. I swear to God and
all that is holy, I've never felt this way about another human being, and I'm sure I never will again as I drop down onto a red
velvet sofa that is conveniently resting behind my knees, gasping as Blair plops down next to me. He's taught me so much
these past three years, I remember staunchly as I look into his dark blue eyes, that lapis gaze burning into me with all the
intensity of the sun on its brightest and longest day.
He sets his drink down on the floor at his feet, looking back up at me with the sweetest mix of innocence and devilishness
crossing his features, those blue eyes never leaving mine. I toss back the rest of my Gin and Tonic and hold the glass in my
hands, twisting it uselessly back and forth as I wait for him to speak. I know he will; it's what he does - and I'm not
disappointed mere moments later when that silky voice emanates from the sexy figure beside me.
"Come on, Ellison. What gives?" He asks me, his blue eyes boring into my own like white-hot lasers; I can't lie to him. Not
this time. Not now, and not ever again. I have no choice but to confess, and I nearly kick my own ass as I hear the words
tumble from between my lips; never before in my existence have I felt the need to expel all of my innermost feelings and
thoughts. Until now.
"Blair…I fucking love you, okay? There, I've said it," I tell him, my entire body shivering with the force of letting go of such
repressed emotion and feeling, "I followed you here because I…I want you, Chief. And I don't want Maya or anyone else to
ever hurt you again…and I'm so fucking glad that you've been with me all this time and you've never given up on me, not
once…and you've helped me figure out who and what I am and you've stuck with me and…"
***
I didn't stop talking because I wanted to. I didn't stop revealing my innermost thoughts and delighting in my newfound
revelation because the words refused to come to me. Nope, not on your life. I stopped making verbal contact because one
Blair Jacob Sandburg…my partner…my roommate…my Guide…had begun kissing me.
He leaned towards me, closing those huge blue eyes that threatened to swallow me whole and instead devoured me with
those lips. Those full lips that had been the epitome of my every fantasy since I'd first lain eyes on him in Cascade General
three years ago, when he'd stumbled into my room and insisted that he could help me with my sensory problems.
I slid my hands into his hair; that thick mass of curls that had tantalized me for so long finally becoming mine, and I sighed
into his now-opened mouth as he drank me in, and I took every nuance of him into myself. I let myself breathe in his scents;
his aura; his very being, and before I realized it, we were wrapped around one another on the red velvet couch in the middle
of the bar, oblivious to all the stares and sighs of contentment that emulated around us.
Finally coming back to reality some ten minutes later, both of our lips kiss-swollen and cheeks flushed in arousal, we found
ourselves surrounded by a somewhat captivated audience, quiet applause greeting us as we separated from one another.
"Come on Chief, let's go home," I smiled at him as I stood and offered him my hand to help him up. I grinned at him as he
took my hand and smiled back up at me, beaming with happiness as he allowed me to pull him up and to me in a loose
embrace. We wrapped our arms around one another and met with one more chaste kiss before our audience dispelled, Blair
wrapping his arm around mine before accompanying me out to the truck.
Once we reached the Ford at the curb, Sandburg pulled me bodily against him, wrapping his arms around my waist and
looking up at me with such love and trust in his eyes that I found myself choking around a lump in my throat. "What is it,
Blair?" I managed to grind out as I looked down at him with what I hoped was equal affection.




"Absolutely, Chief," I assured him, bending down to kiss him once more as I wrapped my hands in his hair and pulled him
closer to me. I was certain that from now on, not only would I have complete and total control over my senses and the rest of
my life - I would never be alone again - on a Friday night, or any other time.
The end.
Tell Jvantheterrible how you liked it!
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The Unspoken Arrangement - Marmoset
"I'm thinking of selling the loft."
That was Jim's idea of a conversation starter this morning at the breakfast table. Left something to be desired, I thought.
When I could think. After I'd sputtered a few minutes, choking on my algae shake.
What could I say to that? Nothing. And I said a lot of that for several minutes until the silence between us became so thick
that it was finally Jim, good ol' stoic Jim, who cut through it with,
"The neighborhood isn't as safe as it used to be, and I have to start thinking about … later."
And I found myself thinking back to the good old days, when the loft was safe. Back when psychotic killers and rogue CIA
agents seemed to waltz through here by the dozens. And wondered what planet this guy'd been living on these past three
years. And why now, all of a sudden, he's decided the neighborhood has gotten worse. And what does he mean by …
"Later?"
"Yeah. When I’m older. When I decide to … I don't know … settle down. Or retire."
This was a new one for us. Clearly, Jim was feeling his years. I mean, yeah, I know that he's getting older but he's nowhere
near retirement age. So maybe he's really thinking about …
"Settling down? You mean, like, get married or something?"
And Jim's looking down sort of studying his coffee cup, like maybe he could read messages in the steam, the way some
fortune tellers can read tea leaves. Eventually, he actually took a sip, then finally answered me.
"Maybe. Don't know. I just know I feel like … I need a change. Or something. Don't you ever feel that? Look at you, Chief:
you're almost thirty; don't you ever feel like settling down? Living with a future in mind? Things like that?"
"Sometimes. Yeah." I didn't really know why, but my throat clamped down on any words that tried to surface on that
particular topic. So I turned it over to Jim.
"So … when do you plan, y'know, to sell it?"
"Don't know. Soon, I guess. Gotta think about it some more. Let you know."
And with that bit of clarity, we tabled the discussion, making way for more normal topics of conversation, like what the size
of the exit wounds in our most recent rash of corpses could tell us about the killers.
After breakfast, I shut myself up in my room, ostensibly to work on the paper work that takes up 90% of a detective's time.
But soon I found that I couldn't concentrate on report writing, my mind drifting off taking me down paths I'd tended to steer
clear of before.
Damn Jim for bringing up the F-word. No, not that one, the other one – Future.
I hadn't been exactly honest when I'd implied that I don't think that much about the future. In reality, I think about it almost




I mean, most adults my age have already found spouses, a lot already raising children, building family lives, building networks
of friends, relatives, co-workers – a clan or a tribe.
But how does a man who's received the gift of sentinel senses, a gift that once would have suited him to spending his life at
the perimeter of his village – how does such a man live his life in modern times?
Does he stay on the perimeter, metaphorically speaking, remaining a solitary man, a loner – separate from all who would
normally offer social support?
What happens if the 'tribe' no longer recognizes that role, no longer supports it?
What does a modern sentinel do to find his place within the modern village?
And what does his partner do? Is there even a role for the modern second to a sentinel?
Will there even be a place for me down the road?
I mean, things have changed since that day in autumn of 1994.
"He always had a partner along, someone to watch his back."
"You mean like you?"
"Yeah! Love to!"
Man, I can't believe how I'd agreed with so little thought, with absolutely no conception what it would mean.
I mean, I really thought it would be simple, you know: the teacher would study the pupil.
But it was so much more complex than that. Because really Jim was teaching me just as much as I ever taught him. Probably
more. Definitely more.
It's never been simple.
And what we've been to each other has changed over the years, making things more complicated than I'd ever imagined three
years ago.
Now we share time and space in ways so few co-workers, or roommates ever do. And beyond that, we've shared in the
mysterious – joining soul-to-soul in a near death vision, Jim persuading my spirit to return to this temporal existence.
Thinking about that, you'd think that we'd made a major leap. And yes, being enticed back from death was a bit of a leap. But
getting to that point has come slowly.
Ever since that first meeting, every change, every agreement, every re-negotiation of our initial 'contract' has been tacit,
implied.
Who we are has evolved into … whatever we are now. And we've never talked about the changes or what we're supposed to
be to each other. It's like whatever's come along, we've just acted like we understood, like we haven't really needed to discuss
things.
***
"One week, Jim, I promise – one week and I'll be out of your hair."
"Okay, you can stay, but only for a week."
[Four days later]
"You know, Chief, Animal Control isn't gonna let you keep Larry after this."
"I know."
"And without a permit, they really aren't' going to let you have any other exotic animals … and I have to keep things legal …
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you know that, right?"
"Yeah."
"I'm really sorry about this. I know it messes with your studies."
"It's okay, Jim. Not your fault."
"So … then … what are you going to do about your paper?"
"Well, really, I've already got enough data for two papers. I just kind of liked having the guy around, y'know? But .. don't
worry, everything's cool, man."
[Three days later]
"Jim, what's that?"
"What does it look like, Sandburg? It's a desk. Thought you might need one."
"Hey, man, that's so …. You didn't have to do that, Jim."
"Yeah, I did. I can't have you taking over the kitchen table."
[Another week]
"What's with the measuring tape, Jim?"
"Found something that might go in here but not sure it'll fit."
"What kind of stuff?"
"Got tired of seeing your clothes all over the floor. Was starting to get pissed off about the mess. But since I have these
heightened senses, I was able to notice there's no dresser in here.
"So anyway, I remembered I had one hanging around in storage. Something Carolyn picked up at a flea market a long time
ago and left here when she moved out. Thought you could use it. If it fits."
"Hey, thanks, man."
"You don't have to thank me, Sandburg, just put your damn clothes away."
[A month later]
"Jim!! Jim! What's that noise, man? I could hear you all the way downstairs!"
"C'mere. Could you hold that for a sec?"
"Sure. Hey, great looking doors, man."
"They're okay. Couldn't stand looking at that rag you were using. Thought these might give you more privacy."
"Privacy? A door with a window?"
"Well, um …."








When Jim sells the loft, when he moves … I can't just … assume .. that he'll want me to move with him.
Anyway, that's where my thoughts took me this morning. And since I couldn't just sit around, after a couple of hours of
getting absolutely nothing done, I went out, bought a paper, and started through the want ads for apartments.
It was about noon by the time I'd just circled the third ad (after rejecting about 30), the whole process depressing me no end.
It was then that Jim called me, saying he'd come home for lunch today, asking if I'd fix us up some sandwiches or something.
So I stuck the paper on my desk in my room. Not really hiding it, just sort of … not waving it around, if you know what I
mean.
When Jim got home, I noticed he was moving a bit slower than usual, had a quieter demeanor, an expression more closed
than I'd seen it in months.
He sat at the table and gestured for me to join him, so I brought over the plates of sandwiches and sat beside him, waiting.
"'Sup, Jim?"
For a minute, he doesn't really look at me, or say anything. Then, he pulls a page of newsprint out of his jacket pocket and
slaps it down in front of me. I saw some red circles on the page, and all of a sudden, I realized what they mean when they say
your heart sinks. Because I knew this was it: he was bringing home the want ads so I could find a place. My one week was
finally up.
I slid the paper away, not wanting to face it. I just looked at the sandwich on my plate, looked at the floor, looked at my
hands, looked anywhere but at the paper. Or his face.
"Yeah, I figured you'd want me to do that. Been looking all day. Found a couple of studios I might be able to afford. Guess I'll
check 'em out tomorrow."
"Studios, Chief?"
"Well, yeah. Can't afford much else right now, what with school loans I'll be paying off 'til I'm 50."
"I think you can do better," he said, as he slid the paper back in front of me, gesturing at the red circles on the page.
"But Jim, I can't afford—"
"Maybe you can't, but I think we can."
"You mean..?"
"I mean, I think we should make this arrangement permanent. Okay with you?"
And as if I weren't off balance already, the guy threads the fingers of both hands through my hair, clutches at it, and pulls me
in for the wildest kiss I'd ever had laid on me.
And when we finally re-surfaced, I blurted the first thing that popped into my head:
"Whither thou goest, man."
Which, apparently included a trip up some stairs. But that's a story for another day.
The end.
Tell Marmoset how you liked it!
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Reminded again that he was not a cop, Blair Sandburg slammed the observation door closed and headed for the stairs. He
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was so fucking pissed off, it was a wonder he could even see where he was walking through the red haze which clouded his
judgment.
Down the stairs and out the front door in record time, he looked in both directions trying to decide where to go. He had
ridden in with Jim that morning, so driving anywhere was out, as was taking a cab since he only had about twelve dollars in
his pocket.
An idea, a delicious, dangerous idea flickered through his subconscious. He needed a drink, a stiff one. And a cock, a very
stiff one. Remembering a gay bar three blocks away, Blair set off with a purpose in mind.
***
Pokie’s was crowded, and looking at his watch, Blair realized it was nearly five, and would only get more crowded as the
work day ended. Stepping up to the bar, he tried to catch the bartender’s eye, but the guy was busy and ignored him in favor
of what Blair could only assume were regulars.
Frustrated, Blair called out loudly, “Who’s a guy gotta suck around here to get a drink?”
A chorus of “me’s” rose up around him, and the bartender finally smiled and came over to help him.
“Tequila shot, Cuervo Gold,” Blair ordered.
Waiting as the bartender grabbed the bottle, Blair felt someone move in close behind him, pressing against his body in an
eerily familiar manner. He pushed his ass back and felt a throbbing hardness rub against him. Fingers traced up his back and
moved the hair from in front of his ear, and he felt the warm breath against his neck.
“Buy me one of those, and I’ll suck you,” Jim offered.
Stiffening, Blair tried to turn around, but Jim’s hands held him steady.
“Yes or no?” Jim asked, hoping he hadn’t been wrong, but the pheromones Blair was putting off couldn’t be misleading him.
“Another,” Blair told the bartender, and two tequila shooters were lined up on the bar, a bowl of lemons and a salt shaker
within reach.
Blair watched Jim’s long arm reach out and grab the salt shaker, and Blair automatically lifted his left hand and licked the
base of his thumb. Jim sprinkled the salt on the wet patch and then lifted his hand and waited for Blair to wet his skin.
Sensually, Blair sucked in Jim’s thumb, sucking loudly for a brief second before Jim growled in his ear.
“I’ll fuck you right here if you keep that up, Chief.”
Contemplating how serious a lewd and lascivious ticket would be, Blair reluctantly released Jim’s thumb with a loud smack
of his lips. They were drawing a large audience, but neither cared.
Jim sprinkled salt on his wet thumb with a shaky hand; then he slid the plate of lemon wedges closer and picked one up for
Blair and then himself. They both picked up their shot glasses and in wildly synchronous movements, licked the salt, slammed
the shot and sucked the lemon.
Dropping the glass and the lemon, Jim spun Blair around and kissed him. Hard and deep, tongues fighting to taste everything,
they kissed lustily amid applause throughout the bar, but neither heard the ruckus; they were too lost in each other.
Blair’s hands found their way around Jim, pulling him closer, and Jim tried, but other than being inside each other, there was




Grabbing Blair’s hand, Jim practically dragged him from the bar to the waiting truck parked askew in front of the bar, where
Jim had first heard the fateful phrase and made his decision.
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And silently, as he quickly drove them home, Jim thanked whatever deities that had given him the heightened senses. They
were the second best gift he’d ever received. Blair was the first.
The end.
Tell Lisa, Duncan's Twin how you liked it!
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